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The peculiar circumstances under which this 
Dedication is written, seem to require from us a 
few words beyond a D. D. D. We have certunly 
ground for apprehension that the Patron we have 
chosen may be unwilling that a Work should appear 
under his immediate sanction, in which there are 
many things which he cannot approve, and many 
wluch he cannot but condemn. If we have com- 
mitted, in print, those follies, which it has been our 
study, in practice j to avoid ; — ^if we have ridiculed, 
infrint, that discipline, which it haa been our pleasure, 



DEDICATION. 

in practice^ to observe; — ^we can only solicit that 
lenity we ^lave so often experienced before. In real 
sincerity of heart, we are sorry that this is the last 
time we shall have occasion to ask for it. 

We will add little more. A fulsome Panegyric 
would be alike irksome to the Patron, and impertinent 
in the Patronized. Let us only say, that we are 
glad indeed to prefix to these motley sheets, a name, 
which, if it cannot rescue them from the criticism of 
the unmerciful, will, at least, be a safeguard against 
the cavillings of the unjust. 

Carnhndge^ December, 1821. 
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THE KING OF CLUBS. 



AN ACCOUNT OP THE PROCEEDINGS WHICH LED TO -TH* 
"PUBLICATION OF THE ETONLAN. 

" The King of Clubs, with three times three !" cried Pere* 
grme Courtenay, while he sate as chairman of a jovial meet- 
ing of congenial Spirits, before a huge old china punch-bowl, 
the agreeable steam of which spread wit, mirth, and gopd 
humour all around, — " and then to business."-— " Ay, ay, 
replied Frederick Golightly, " 'twas a good plan that of di^ 
old Persians: they discussed their state measures over their 
cups, when the animal spirits were enlivened, and the little 
quicksilver * that stirs within us* had risen several degrees 
above temperate ; and we do well to imitate them. Now, 
then, allow me to propose * The prosperity of Et6n; and 
may the liberality with which her system is conducted be 
answered in a correspondent manner, by the reputation 
which her foster-children exert themselves to maintain.' " — 
{Drvnk with acclamation.) 

Before, however, I venture further with the proceedings, 
it will be advisable that I should introduce the reader to the 
charact4srs of the leading members, by whom one af the most 
social and best-regulated clubs which has been formed of 
late years at Eton, is upheld in repute and interest. 

vol. 1- . B 
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Frederick Golightly would require a pen dipped in all 
the colours of the rainbow, to do justice to the ever-varying 
shades of disposition by which his conduct is actuated, and 
which nevertheless contrive to harmonize. Nature, when in 
the very act of moulding him, had not determined on the 
style of character she should assign to this motley produc- 
tion. She had laid a groundwork of excellent abilities, and 
had already struck off most of the best qualities for which 
Youth is admired and loved : generosity of sentiment, desire 
of emulation, and good humour. But what might have be- 
come a chef (Cceuvre was by some accident abandoned by her, 
and it afterwards fell into the hands of another artist — Folly; 
whose flash eflbrts at effect are considered by all good judges 
as immeasurably inferior to the noble simplicity of Nature, 
and to whom the finishing stroke of the wayward Frederick 
was consigned. To have done with the metaphor— This 
youth was a compound of good qualities, talent and extrava* 
ganza ; but the two former were frequently so far obscured 
by the intervention of the latter, that their very existence has 
been often unjustly questioned. A year or two back, at the 
time when the character of a schoolboy is on the point of 
deciding itself for life, Golightly was considered one of the 
best whips in the school : the bang-up style in which he used 
to dash along the Uxbridge road was the theme of praise, 
even among his seniors. He was consulted on the subject 
of all badger-hunts and bull-baits which happened to be 
going forward, and the ingenuity which he displayed iu 
evading all inquiries which might be made £^fter him, when 
absenting himself from school business, under pretence of 
indisposition, while in fact he was enjoying his favourite pur- 
suits, rendered him the oracle of all those who preferred 
hard riding to hard reading. The week of Ascot Races was 
the most important period of the year with our young Blood. 
His room was literally the betting-stand, where all the ju- 
venile amateurs of the turf met to forestall their allowance 
till the next vacation. At this time you might often observe 
Frederick in the centre of the school-yard, attended by his 
levee, with a list of the high-bred cattle in his hand, which 
he was discussing, to the great edification of his audience. 
It may easily be imagined that these numerous pursuits 
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coald not possibly harmonize with much progress in his 
studies. Alas ! these were either totally neglected, or at the 
best mere appearances were kept up ; to effect which many 
clever shifls were had recourse to ; these, however, often- 
times failed of success, and the sure consequence was severe 
punishment and loss of character. Yet he still persisted, 
in spite of his resolutions of amendment, which, in his 
calmer hours, were sometimes excited by the still small voice 
of conscience, and parental correspondence ; for Frederick 
had a good heart, naturally open to conviction, but one in 
which, unfortunately, momentary impressions were soon e^ 
faced. This thoughtless career continued for some time. 
In vain did his true friends lament the neglect aud abuse of 
talents with which he was gifted. Mournful experience is 
the only cure for youthful imprudence, and it succeeded ijp^ 
this case. Our dashing Oppidan became at length so in- 
volved in pecuniary difBculties, from his extravagance, and 
the expenses which his favourite pursuits brought upon him, 
that he was betrayed into occasional meanness of behaviour, 
which the low state of his finances, his income not answering 
the calls made on it, induced him to commit ; however re- 
volting they might be to the innate nobleness of his dispo- 
sition. His duns rendered his life miserable : it was quite 
impossible for him to walk up town without being accosted 
with a — " Sir, you promised—." " Oh, I was coming 
down to you, 3Ir. Golightly." " The smallest trifle would 
bie a consideration." Pressed on all sides, he was obliged 
at last to throw himself on the affection of his father, who 
consented to pay off his debts on observing a thorough re- 
pentance. Gratitude for this treatment sunk deep in the 
mind of the son, and effected as entire a change as the frailty 
of human nature would allow. His haunts of idleness and 
extravagance were abandoned,' and an end put to all con« 
nexion with those characters, who, under pretence of minis- 
tering to their amusement, prey upon the putses of inexpe- 
rienced Etonians. But habits of indolence, which have long 
grown inveterate, are not shaken off in a moment. Having 
naturally an admirable jmemory, which retains every thing 
that is submitted to it, by the application o£ the slightest 
attention, Frederick soon made up for his deficiency in the 
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studies of the part of the school to which he belonged ; but 
^by this tirae the strong impulse by which his repentance was 
actuated, has subsided. He is now more admired for the 
flashy brilliancy of his talents than for the steady bright 
flame of learning, which deep reading and consistency of 
study are alone capable of lighting up and nourishing ; and 
these are not characteristics of the individual I am describ- 
ing. In spite of the re-action which took place on his 
amendment, periodical fits of indolence will often occur* 
There remain also traces of the past in the indulgence he 
gives way to, in a fashionable folly, which is at present too 
prevalent in the school — that of lounging up and down the 
-town, dressed to the very acme of Bond-street ton; or, if I 
may so express myself, even in the highest height a higher 
height of absurdity is aimed at by the Etonian votaries of 
dress* " To see and be seen," is the professed object of 
these unwearied vicambulists. But I wrong them perhaps ; 
to have an object in view does away with the very quintes- 
sence of lounging. Frederick has long been considered the 
Sun, from whence the minor luminaries of the Eton hemi- 
sphere of fashion borrow all their lustre. But, indeed, one 
almost forgets the absurdity of his conduct in the amusement 
which his sprightly sallies of humour and endless vivacity 
always afford his companions. Woe to the dandified cit» 
who has just escaped from the foggy atmosphere of Cheap- 
side, in his hired gig, with his smiling sweetheart at his side, 
to visit Findsor, and act the gentleman on the Terrace, if 
he encounters the scrutinizing stare of Frederick's glass. 
And as for his critiques on the ladies, the Hermit in London 
would be proud to draw on them for an additional volume of 
his entertaining work. His sagacity of observation on the 
effected modesty and demure countenances of those, who 
just put on an appearance of innocence and purity as a mas - 
quernde dress, or from the true spirit of female contradiction ; 
and the acuteness of his remarks on the flippancy, pertness, 
and forward address of others, whose giddy heads Have been 
turned by the admiration which is paid them by the gay, 
unmeaning danglers at their side ; his exact discrimmation 
between diamonda and paste ; the neat elegance of the lady 
of rank, and the gaudy trappings of the tradesman's wife ; 
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and between the rose of health and its artificial substitute;-— 
are the very nectar and ambrosia of satirical entertainment; 
It is ludicrous to see the enraptured attitudes in which our 
amateur studiously composes himself, when he surrenders 
his feelings to the overpowering influence of melody, and 
is Vafted from a consciousness of surrounding objects on the 
dying strain of one of those beautiful pieces, which the band 
are in the habit of playing : till his companion gives him atf 
abrupt intimation that one of the Masters is at hand, and 
arouses him from that dreary ideality, which is so often 
talked of by some of the poets of the present day, to a sense 
of the necessity of his disappearance from the observation of 
the Guardian of school discipline. A propensity for drama- 
tic representation was formerly a striking feature in his cha- 
racter. He had contrived to enrol a corps, of which he was 
constituted the head ; and the surprising versatility with 
which he could assume and support the most opposite cha- 
racters, as also the able manner in which he discharged the 
arduous office of manager, has seldom, if ever, been equalled 
at a school; his skill in drilling an awkward squad, in over- 
awing presumption, in encouraging difHdence, and (the most 
difficult of all tasks) in reconciling the pretensions of each 
individual with his capacity for fulfilling them ; — these and 
many other suitable qualities, confirmed him -in a station; 
which, without them, could not have been supported by the 
most shining abilities as an actor. While this mania was 
upon him, it monopolized his entire attention. He was per« 
petually studying some new theatrical attitude, and he 
scarcely ever opened his mouth, except to give you a pithy 
sentence from some play. By the way, he had always been 
notorious for his quotations at all times, and in all places — a 
propensity which sinacks strongly of pedantry. But now he 
was doubly armed, and there was no end of the continual 
volleys which he sent forth from his magazine of farces and 
eomedies. At last the theatre was knocked up from the 
&ilure of the funds, and Golightly's growing' cold in the 
discharge of his duties ; for, with his usual inconstancy, 
he began to be tired of his amusement, and ^o sigh for no-> 
velty. To sum him up in a ■ few words — he is a compound^ 
9 very essence of sporting, satirical, and. dramalici ingre* 
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dients; each of which rises uppermost, (much on the prin^ 
ciples of chemistry, which sets the lightest body afloat,) in 
obedience to the caprice of the present moment. 

Allen le Blanc is the absolute reverse of Golightly. 
His very figure bears testimony to the eccentricity of his 
mind. He is of a diminutive round stature ; his limbs are 
well compacted and clean made : in short, he is a neat little 
miniature. He has small grey twinkling eyes, snubbed 
nose, decided lines of thought prematurely furrowed on his 
brow ; anrd, as he bears his blushing honours thick upon him, 
one would shrewdly guess he was by no means deficient in 
paying his devoirs to Bacchus. He has read deeply, though 
his course of study has been perverted, and thought still 
more deeply : but not having sufficiently founded his prin- 
ciples on the rock of morality and revealed religion, either 
owing to inadvertency, or a too great confidence in the un- 
assisted powers of the human understanding, he has often 
been led away by strange theories and speculations, which 
happened fdt the moment to fix his attention, and which he 
pursues through all the intricacies of metaphysical argument, 
till he has lost himself in the labyrinth of his own ideas. 
Naturally of a strong mind, and imbued with a taste for the 
abstruse, he turned with superciliousness from the Epic and 
Lyric Poets. The natural simplicity of Homer, the more 
polished beauties of Virgil, and the sportive gaiety of Horace, 
with the exception of a few isolated passages, were totally 
uninteresting to our young philosopher. He flew with 
eagerness to the dark speculations of Lucretius, and the 
sneering infidelity of Lucan ; or exaniined into the opinions 
of the Academy, and joined in the disputations at the Tus- 
culan Villa. His chief pursuits have been the study of astro- 
nomy and history ; an examination into the main spring and 
connexion of events; the rise and fall of nations, as exem- 
plifying the great doctrine of the instability of all human in- 
stitutions. His studies then took a more profitable turn ; 
he penetrated with avidity into modern discoveries, from the 
Principia of Newton, to the metaphysics of Coleridge, and 
tjie. moral philosophy of Paley. From hence the transition 
was easy to an eager investigation into theological subjects ;. 
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but here .he was unluckily entangled among controversial 
points; and the spirit of religion was overlooked through. a 
too ardent desire of coming to the understanding of the letter 
by the aid merely of human acquirements. It may be hoped, 
however, that a more attentive consideration of the nature of 
this study has, by this time, removed that film from the in- 
tellectual eye. His manners and actions are equally singular 
with his line of study ; indeed so much so that they often 
incur the charge Of affectation, though they mostly result 
from an absence of mind, and inattention to outward appear- 
ances. Though his library is full, and his choice of books 
good, you will find his study a very chaos. In the centre of 
one shelf a duodecimo gilt Horace stands along side of a 
ponderous black backed quarto, on theology : in front of you, 
as you enter, by the window, is a great staring head in plaster 
of Paris ; on the skull of which are marked the different or- 
gans, according to the doctrines of Gall and Spurzheim. For 
be it known, our universal philosopher has lately been in- 
quiring into the ingenious, but visionary, study of craniology ; 
and has paid more attention than they deserve to the various 
importations of German absurdities which have inundated us 
of late years. In this sanctum sanctorum he pores over his 
favourite authors with ' spectacles on sapient nose,' taking no 
notice of his candle (though, with its immense snuff, it only 
renders darkness visible) till it has become finally extin- 
guished in the socket ; when, on 'arising to retive, he finds 
that the door of his study has been blockaded with bedsteads 
by some evil-disposed person or persons; and, having no 
remedy, he calmly ties his pocket handkerchief round his 
head, and contentedly passes the remainder of the hours 
usually dedicated to repose in his arm chair. One would 
naturally suppose that his exercises would be imbued with 
a strong tinge of his pursuits. However light or sportive the 
subject may be that is proposed for his theme, you must 
have but a shght idea of Allen's ardour for abstruse disqui- 
sition, did you not expect to find some metaphysical hints 
and observations dispersed throughout.. Never is he in 
greater glory than when engaged in a laborious treatise on 
the lunar influences, or the properties of matter, in rough un- 
polished hexameters, afler the Lucretian model ; or an in- 
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Vestigation into the principles of the human mind, in a long 
copy of iambics, in which the stabile spondees have their full 
weighL I am not, however, prepared to assert, that altliough 
the harshness of rhythm has been overlooked, the sense of 
the ideas intended to be embodied therein, has been, on that 
account, more distinctly conveyed. In company Allen is si- 
lent and reserved, unless when exhilarated by copious 
draughts from the mantling bowl, which certainly in his case 
succeeds in unfolding the contractce scria frontis. 

The next member of the club who offers himself to our no- 
tice is the Hon. Gerard Montgomery, the son of a rich War- 
wickshire Peer, whose bodily habits have been rendered weak 
9nd efieminate, owing to the over-abundant attentions be- 
stowed on him in the nursery, by his maiden aunt. Lady 
Deborah Mildmay. This character, with reference to the 
former two, forms the same connecting link which twilight 
does between the opposite extremes of day and night. His 
genius is a brilliant of the first water, but his talents have 
been suffered to run wild, owing to their very luxuriance. 
Gifted with wonderful quickness and retentiveness of memory, 
and an ardent imagination, always on the wing in search of va- 
riety, his ' progress in classical attainments was the theme of 
universal admiration, and his instructors argued highly of the 
future reputation of their pupil. But the success which he met 
with in his studies was the means of preventing him from ever 
becoming a solid scholar. The facility with which he was able 
to master all his tasks engendered presumption, and an un- 
bounded confidence in his own powers, than which nothing can 
be more detrimental to the cause of learning. Hence Gerard 
indulged in habits of procrastination, because he could write 
his verses off-hand, and therefore the performance of his 
duty might be safely delayed till the last moment, and then 
slurred over as a disagreeable task. Hence also, not being 
accustomed to find any difHculties in the mere school busi- 
ness which was required of him, he determined not to seek 
for them of his own accord, in the more arduous pursuits of 
knowledge, which demand effort and application. In his 
course of reading, he skimmed with volatile eagerness along 
the gayer and more pleasing paths of literature : he flew fron^ 
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miitbbf to iauthor, as the bee sips the sweets from every 
flower, without troubling herself with inquiries into the na* 
ture and properties of each one that she visits. By these 
means Montgomery amassed an extensive stock of inform- 
ation on almost every branch of the belles lettres ; but in 
spite of the ability with which he would discuss a question;, 
and support his share of conversation among the members of 
the Club, he has oilen been found to be but superficially ac- 
quainted with the subject which h^ ha^ been adorning with 
all tne beauties of a fluent and persuasive eloquence. £toi¥, 
however, cannot boast of possessing another youth of whom 
it may be as truly averred, that he has quailed copious 
draughts of the genuine* Hippocrene. His natural talent for 
poetical composition has been greatly improved and strength* 
ened by his acquaintance with the mighty master-spirits of 
the old time of Greece and Rome. His sense of pleasing 
emotions was so refined, and his perception of the beautiful 
and pathetic so acute, that a tear has been observed glisten- 
ing in his eyes, while contemplating the parting of the Trojan 
hero with his Andromache, or while tracing the agonising 
feelings of the impassioned Dido on the departure ofMne&n, 
But the eagerness with which he delivered himself up to the 
sway of the potent wands of our own native magicians, 
Shakspeare and the elder tragedians, with Scott, Byron, and 
Coleridge of the present day, was carried to an excess. I 
believe he had reached the perfection of human happiness, 
when, having locked himself in his room, this poetical enthu- 
siast indulged in sentimental tears over some favourite poeA) 
which he. was reading aloud with energy and feeling. This 
sensibility ofVen led Gerard into many other extravagancies ; 
and he was looked upon as a romantic visionary by those of 
the common mould. He would frequently steal away from a 
comfortable fire-side to wander on a chilly autumn evening in 
the gloom of Poet's Walk, with his arms folded, to commune 
with solitude, to watch the fleecy clouds as they, passed over 
the glimmering moon, and, I was going to add, to meditate 
on sotne ideal beauty. But no ! Gerard was not a shadow 
hunter : unexistent creatures of the imagination were by no 
means to his taste, for he knew well how to attach sufficient 
value to the liquid blue eyes of a substantial Chadotte,or the 
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graceful figure and auburn ringlets of a real Sophia. Hehce^ 
bis pockets were crammed with billet-doux and sonnets on 

the chairms of the adorable Miss R. T , or the last dying 

speech and confession of the love-lorn Gerard, previous to 
his quenching the flames of passion in a cold bath. This 
amorous disposition led our Romeo into many ludicrous 
scrapes. He has been shot at for a black cat ; has narrowly 
escaped a man trap ; has been well soused by his Juliet, and 
soundly horsewhipped by the stout old Capulet of the pre- 
mises. 

The pursuits of Sir Francis Wentworth are perfectly 
distinct from any that have been hitherto described. This 
youth was born and bred a staunch Whig. Even in the 
' nursery the true principles were instilled into his expanding 
ideas with the greatest assiduity. Instead of the common 
food with which the love of the marvellous, so early evinced 
by children, is usually served, — such as the astonishing ex- 

?loits of Jack the Giant Killer, or the adventures of Tom 
'humb ; little Frank was supplied with political caricatures 
and electioneering ballads. His laced baby-cap was made in 
the shape of that of liberty ; and whenever he was admitted 
to the family dessert, to have half a glass of wine on Papa*s 
knee, he was first required to lisp out the patriotic toast of 
" The cause for which Hampden bled in the field and Sydney 
perished on the scaffold," long before he could possibly un- 
derstand the import of the sentence ; and to repeat after his 
uncle, in a shrill voice, — " The liberty of the Press — it is 
like the air we breathe;" — (while his eyes were evidently 
turned towards the glass at the latter part of the sentence,) 
" if we have it not, we die." The labours of the parents met 
with the success their most ardent wishes anticipated. When 
he had now reached the period at which boys who are in- 
tended for public schools prepare for their debut on a minia- 
ture world, his father (the late Sir Marmaduke) was a long 
time debating with himself at which seminary the future 
hopes of the family should be placed. At first he was'afraid 
that Eton was situated too near the atmosphere of a Court ; 
and the main consideration was, the danger there might be 
of Frank's principles becoming corrupted. This school had 
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alfK> been disgraced, in his eyes, as the nursery of Canning ; 
but when he reflected, on the other hand, that it had had the 
honour of educating two such ** burning and shining lights '* 
in the parliamentary hemisphere as the great Fox, and the 
kindred spirit who caught the mantle of the departing ora- 
tor, and with it an inspiration which has raised him to the 
pre-eminent station which he at present holds among his 
party, — the Earl Grey ; all scruples vanished, and Frank 
was sent to Eton. Here, however, he 'did not find that co- 
incidence of opinion which he had been in the habit of meet- 
ing with at his father's table : nothing is more foreign to the 
dispositions of the would-be politicians at school, and at 
Eton in particular, than sycophancy or complaisant conces- 
sions in party sentiments. It is an independence of soul 
worthy the true offspring of Englishmen ; and although it is 
the cause of a good deal of squabbling between the cham- 
pions of opposite parties, which are as regularly organized 
here as on the more extensive stage of the real world ;-^yet 
when we consider that these are the minds which will be here- 
after summoned to the management of the helm of Legisla- 
ture, can it be otherwise than beneficial for themselves and 
their destinies, that they should be exercising those talents' 
here, which will be of so much importance in their maturity, 
elsewhere? Thus young Frank met with those who were 
both willing and able to grapple with and discuss every no- 
tion which he advanced, and had hitherto been taught to 
consider as incontrovertible as Gospel. Opposition, as one 
might readily expect, made him more violent, because the 
foundation had been deeply laid in his infancy ; and during 
the whole course of his boyhood, the most indefatigable ex- 
ertions had been used to build a firm superstructure upon it. 
Having therefore been beforehand furnished with arms» and 
well instructed in the art of wielding them, he had now a 
field opened for him on which to signalize himself; and so 
successful did lie prove, that he was at length tacitly acknow- 
ledged as the Whig Leader of the School. But su<;h a dis- 
tinction could not be obtained or permanently secured without 
a close application to the study of political economy. It is 
true that some, who pretend to take the lead in this linCf 
content themselves with ringing the changes on a certain 
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Spring of sot sentences, while their mouths are continually 
full of aggravated philippics against tyranny, taxation and 
oppression, and theoretical panegyrics upon universal liberty 
and the unshackled freedom of the press, without being able 
to bring them to bear really and substantially on the ques- 
tion in debate. This is not the case with the young Baronet. 
From a close investigation of his darling study, and a sin- 
cere <lesire of information, he has lately learnt a degree of 
moderation in his assertions which was heretofore a deside- 
r-atum. He still, however^ pushes the same outcries against 
existing corruptions, boroughmongers, and placemen ; — the 
extravagance of the expenditure, and the incapacity of Mi- 
nisters. Step into his room, and you will discover the man 
Q'om the company he keeps. The first object which strikes 
the eye is an immense bust of Charles James Fox, with the 
" Vincit amor pat rice" on the pedestal. Look round you at 
the caricatures, and you will see the Ministers and their sa- 
tellites falling h^dlong from their political spheres, like Lu- 
cifer and his angels, while the glorious sun of " Opposition" 
lias' gained the complete ascendancy in the firmament. His 
book-shelves are well provided with various works on statis- 
tics, from the tomes of Hume and Adam Smith, to the com- 
positions of Malthus, Brougham, and Jeremy Bentham. 
Though there are some authors of questionable principles, 
the great majority consist of writers after Sir Frank's ow^ 
heart ; and never perhaps was my Lord Clarendon in such 
mixed company. The tables were strewed with the Edin- 
burgh Reviews, parliamentary proceedings, files of old Chro- 
nicles and Examiners, and pamphlets of all sizes. Here is 
the room of audience, in which this blooming sprig of Whig- 
gism assembles his friends and followers to breakfast, and 
communicates to them in confidence the latest despatches 
which he has received from town of the state of affairs ; the 
new speculations which are afioat ; and the general imder- 
standing there is that the Ministry are to be turned out— im- 
mediately another cabinet can be formed without them : he 
then reads out, for their edification, Lord Erskine's last pub- 
lication, or some other text-book ; and, having thus strength- 
ened their minds, he sends them forth to fight in the " good 
cause," as he tells them^ like sheep among wolves. 
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There are two distinguishing features in the mental physio- 
gnomy of Martin Sterling : — a rehgious and political 
firmness of principle. Awakened to a due sense of the im- 
portance of die passage, " Remember thy Creator in the day» 
of thy youth ;" and disgusted with the thoughtlessness and 
levity with which every thing connected with religion was 
treated among a certain set of his schoolfellows, he was often 
caught in his 3tudy examining that old-fashioned book, which 
has been long exploded by the new school of philosophy, ai 
utterly unworthy the attention of men of wit and genius — the 
Bible. Not that I would for a moment insinuate that the 
slightest tinge of scepticism, as to the truth Of revealed doc- 
trines, had infected the young ilives of Eton, many of whom 
are hereafter destined to mount the pulpit : but the assent 
given was too frequently a cold one, in which no interest was 
shown ; a matter of course; an old deed, to which, for de- 
cency's sake, they felt themselves obliged to put their signa- 
tures, at the recommendation of parents, or from the force of 
general example ; the validity of which' they never, indeed, 
dreamt of questioning, though they did not once reflect that 
they were bound to fulfil its provisions, any further than pre- 
serving an appearance of decorum in attending Church-ser- 
vice. All other duties they imagined might be safely defer- 
red to a more convenient season, when the amusements and 
gaieties of youth had lost their flavour. In addition to the 
offence which Martin gave by the bent which his closet stu- 
dies had taken, his conduct at chapel was observed to be at 
variance with the usual nonchalance and listlessness of his 
neighbours. Instead of arranging matters for the next game 
at cricket or football, or composing a copy of verses, for 
which he could not find leisure at a more proper time, he was 
silly enough to be following the Chaplain in the lessons of 
the day, and has been even overheard to whisper an " Amen" 
at the conclusion of a prayer. This behaviour stamped him 
with the appellation of *' Methodist ;" and an everlasting fire 
of small shot, witticisms, sneers, and mockery was kept up 
against the saint, by those whose resentment he provoked by 
bis stern home-driven philippics against swearing, drunken- 
ness, and the like. By no means of irritable temper, he pre- 
served his equanimity admirably, and his patience under in- 
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suits never failed him. His conduct indeed subjected liim to 
ridicule ; but Martin was one on whom the opinion of the 
multitude weighed but as dust iii the balance, in his discern* 
ment between right and wrong ; nay, it generally took a con- 
trary effect. Having paid great attention to ecclesiastical 
writings, he is become a stout polemic in divinity, and as 
high a churchman as ever took the Bampton Lectures for the 
standard of faith ; a work, by the by, which an elder bro- 
ther at Oxford is commissioned to procure for him regularly 
on the first day of publication. The superiority of his abi- 
lities is incontestable. To a thoughtful and unprejudiced 
mind, his clear reasoning, and the acute remarks which he 
ibakes on the last sermon he has heard in chapel, are a source 
of pleasing instruction ; the analysis which a retentive me- 
Wry enables him to give of the subject embraced by the 
preacher is true and correct ; and the manner in which he 
embodies in theme the beautiful language and clear argu- 
ment of the much-esteemed author of " Records of the 
Creation," has gained him great applause. But I have al- 
luded to his political principles. These, if we may believe 
his adversaries, are bigotted to the extreme. In fact, he, 
professes himself a Tory ; or, more properly speaking, a Mi- 
nisterialist ; for the old distinction between Whig and Tory, 
according to Madame de StaeFs definition, *' that the former 
approve of monarchy and love liberty — the latter approve of 
liberty but love monarchy,** is grown obsolete. The two 
parties, which at present divide the State, may be classed 
under the two heads of those who systematically support, 
and those who as systematically oppose, the measures of 
the existing administration. As the head of the Eton True 
Blues, Martin is often opposed in fierce debates and furious 
bickerings with Sir Frank Wentworth, and the epithets of 
Toad-eater and Demagogue are often exchanged between 
them. The one accuses his opponent of supporting the doc- 
trines of the infallibility of Ministers, and the divine right of 
Kings ; and the other retorts, by ridiculing the sovereignty 
of the mob, and stigmatizing the Utopian theories of Uni- 
versal Representation. 

But, gentle Readers,. I flatter myself you are all expecting 
with impatience a sketch oi the worthy Chairman himselfl 
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Like a literary gourmand I have reserved bis character for let 
bonrbtmche^ but cannot sufficiently lament my inability to 
do it justice. The difficulty of the undertaking consists in 
distinguishing the different shades, which are so confused and 
blended together, that a sort of indefinable mystery is thrown 
over the tout'Cnsembk ; and it would be presumption, and 
(what has more weight) bad policy for me to wiUidraw the 
veil, which forbids the gaze of the profane and uninitiated. 
There is something which attracts our respect and attention 
in whatever is without the pale of our comprehension. Where 
would have been the reverence which the Heathen paid to 
the oracles, had he been acquainted with the detail of the 
natural or artificial causes from whence they proceeded? Yet 
far be it from any one to conclude from what I have said, 
that in this case familiarity would breed contempt : I confi- 
dently refer you to that surest of all tests, Time. ** From 
his works thou shalt know him :" and Time is'the crucible 
which will show whether they contain most dross or pure 
gold. I will, however, venture on a few outlines : — 

Peregrin B Courtekat has long been considered a.' fac" 
totum in Etonian literature; — a centre of gravity, which 
attracts to itself every boy, who is in any way distinguished for 
talent or merit ; — a solar orb, around which they all revolve, 
and which (although they cannot be said to borrow their 
heat and light from it) serves as a consolidating head of the 
system, and gives the powers of each separate member of it 
that efficacy and direction which they would otherwise want. 
Possessed of sound good sense, rather than of brilliance of 
genius, he is better known for his general acquirements and 
universal information, than for extraordinary progress in- 
any one individual branch of knowledge : and hence we may 
account for the influence which he possesses over, and the 
respect which he receives from, his brother students. He 
investigates questions of moral and natural philosophy with 
Allen, and- very often solves them by the clear-sightedness 
of a good understanding, to the astonishment of his compa- 
nion, whose brain has become muddled over them. With 
Montgomery he hunts for beauties, and enquires into the prin-> 
ciples of poetry ; and it is whispered that it is not merely for 
purposes of theory. With Frederick he bandies witticisms, 
and coins satirical critiques upon the foibles and follies of our 
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miniature world ; and be moreover acts as umpire in the po« 
litical disputes between Frank and Martin Sterling. The ad- 
mirable coolness and impartiality with which he composes the 
feuds of these adverse leaders, while he points out to them 
tfhe difference between despotism and a constitutional mo- 
narchy, the freedom and licentiousness of the press, conci« 
Hates for him the esteem of both parties. Being now one 
of the senior members of the Sixth Form, the intercourse 
which he is enabled to keep up with both the Universities in 
his correspondence with old acquaintances, who have pre- 
ceded him in the road of life, has greatly extended his means 
of information ; and with the world at large his thirst after 
knowledge has opened to him many sources of intelligence. 
If any new work is about to make its appearance. Peregrine 
has heard of it, and is in a fever of expectation : if it has ap- 
peared, Peregrine has read it, and his summing up of the 
merits and demerits of the composition generally influences 
the public verdict at Eton. Has any publication come forth 
anonymously? who so likely to have received accounts of 
tlie latest surmises which are current in the blue stocking 
circles on the subject of the author, as Peregrine ? In ad- 
dition to these traits of character, be has something of the 
virtuoso about him, at least if we may judge from the proofs 
of that pursuit which are so abundantly scattered over his 
room. Here a plaster cast of the Venus di Medicis or. the 
Apollo Belviderc, — there imitations of Derbyshire spar, which 
have been effected by chemical process, as also various spe- 
cimens of mineralogy. Around you are excellent prints, in 
neat frames, of the favourite works of the best artists ; and 
as often as you will step into his room, Courtenay will 
entertain you with a dissertation on " Raphael, Corregio, 
and stuff," and ask no price for bis trouble, except a patient 
hearing. 

These are the leading members, the literary phasnomena 
of our excellent institution. We have besides sundry minor 
luminaries, of whom I will take at present a brief notice, 
leaving them to develope their characters more fully by the 
part they will take in our proceedings. 

Alexander MTarlane is a Scotchman, possessed of all 
the characteristics of his countrymen. His habits, his man- 
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nerS) his prejudices, are all strictly national. His temper is 
bj nature hasty, a defect which is not a little heightened Tiy 
his deep sense of honour, and his overbearing pride of an* 
cestry. He is possessed of considerable information on var 
rious topics; and as he is particularly deep read in the legends 
and superstitions of the Highlands, will occasionally indulge 
the reader with a narrative of the feud between the Macgregor 
and the M'CuJlumraore, or a dissertation on the Brownie of 
Glenmore, or the Fahm of Glen- Avin.* 

Patrick O'Connor is the representative of the Irish part 
of (vur little community. Hia insurmountable good humour, 
and the utter unconsciousness which he evinces to the frequent 
sarcasms levelled at him by his brother members, render him 
a most agreeable addition to our party : but as his reading has 
not been very extensive, nor his pen much exercised, he will 
beof little use to our readers, — unless he may chance to 
strike out a new Bull, which we understand is much wanted 
for the next edition of Joe Miller. 

Robert Musgrave, if our characters had been arranged 
according to the amusement which each is likely to afford to 
our readers, would certainly have stood at the head of the 
list. Our young sportsmen will be glad to learn, that, al- 
though we present ourselves to their notice as a literary asso- 
ciation, we have, in Robert Musgrave, 'a " knowing one" 
whom we can safely recommend to their notice as a models 
and an oracle in all those matters for which they were for- 
merly accustomed to refer to the *' Sporting Magazine." 
His most remarkable peculiarity is his proficiency in the slang 
of the coach-box, as he seldom favours us with a speech 
which is not plentifully seasoned with what he himself terms 
" vehicular metaphors.'' The whole scope and tenor of his 
ideas may be collected from the humorous tone of indignant 
disappointment with which he commenced his first letter to 
Sir Robert, after bis arrival at Eton : — *' Dam*me Father — 
why, they don't allow top-boots!** 

John Burton is the only son of a substantial inhabitant of 
Ludgate-hill, in whose steps he treads with great assiduity. 

* ** Fahin is a little ugly monster, who frequents the summits of the 
mpuntains around Gl^-Avin^ and no other place in this world that i 
know of."— JVor## to Hogg's " Queen*i frake," 
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His very infancy afforded perpetual predictions of his future 
ciphering celebrity ; for it is related of him that he always 
preferred the inspection of the Ledger to " The Cabinet of 
birds and Beasts ;" and that he could utter quite distinctly, 
** twelve times twelve are one hundred and forty-four," when 
the pronunciation of " Gingerbread** was productive of sun- 
dry stutterings and wry faces. His conversational powers 
'^re not great ; but he has his use in making a good bargain 
for our Club dinners. 

William Rowley desires me to describe him as " Pro- 
fessor of Gastrology and Head Cook to the King of Clubs/' 
an office for which he is certainly in every respect qualified. 
He understands to a nicety, 

" Quo gestu lepores, et quo Gallina secetur ;'* 

and has spent some time at Paris for the purpose of mastering 
the theory of sauces. This affection for the good things of 
this world, though occasionally amusing, is often ill-timed 
and troublesome ; for we frequently hear him discussing tlie 
merits of rival patissiers, while Martin Sterling is on his right 
hand quoting from Paley, and Le Blanc on his left elucidating 
the theory of atoms. 

Joseph Lozell and Michael Oakley afford so perfect a 
contrast to each other, that I shall take the liberty of intro- 
ducing them hand-in-hand to the reader. The first is in 
the constant habit of assenting to the ophiions of the last 
speaker : the latter is in the habit of assenting to no opinion 
at all. The ^rst is a pliant courtier, disposed to keep in with 
all parties ; the latter is a sturdy disputant, resolved to con- 
tend with the greatest pertinacity on every point which is 
advanced. Their characters are touched with the hand of a 
master in Patrick's last ^* capital good song," 

** There *s a wonderful likeness m Michael and Joe ; 
The one is all * Yes,' and the other all * No.' " 

And now, reader, I have only one more character to in- 
troduce to your notice, viz. that of your humble servant, 
Richard Hodgson, Secretary, officially designated " Knave 
of Clubs." The description of one's own qualifications is to 
most persons a very difficult and a very invidious task ; but 
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in my case the difficulty is easily obviated, as I profess to 
have no character of my own, but must speak, write, and act 
as my employers desire. Reporting by turns the sentiments 
of Montgomery, of Le Blanc, and of Sterling, I shall wear 
by turns the dress of the poet, the philosopher, and the di- 
vine '^ while occasionally I shall give you the pedigree of a 
hunter from the pen of Robert Musgrave, or a receipt of an 
inimitable soup from the scrap-book of William Rowley. In 
short, you will find that I understand all sciences, and take 
upon myself all dispositions, — 

** Graminaticus, Rhetor, Geometres, Pictor, Aliptes, 
Augur, Schcenobates, Medicus, Magus — omnia novi." 

To continue my quotation, I will subjoin, — 

** in coelum, jusseris, ibo," — 

which Dr. Johnson translates, — 

" And bid him go to Hell, to Hell he goes ;" 
but which, in my case, may be rendered, 

" ru go to the Devil* whenever you please." 

I now hasten to resume the detail of the proceedings which 
ensued upon the Chairman's giving notice that there was bu- 
siness before the house. When the acclamations, with which 
the party received the patriotic toast, before recorded, had 
subsided, Pereorine Courtenay rose, and opened the sub- 
ject somewhat to the following effect : — 

*' Gentlemen. — The enthusiasm which I have just seen 
manifested by every member of our excellent institution, has 
convinced me that no flowers of rhetoric, no subtile argu- 
mehlsM>f logic are here necessary in behalf of the good cause^ 
— the real interests of Eton — {Hear, hear, hear,) — ^The repu- 
tation of our foster-mother should be handed down from 
generation to generation in undiminished lustre. The much- 
admired writings of Griffin and of Grildrig, and the rich 
stores of the Musae Etonenses, were bequeathed to us, not 
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merely as ornamental heir-looms for our libraries, but as 
spirit-stirring incitements for our imitation ; and how have 
we answered the claims so justly made upon us? Where are* 
the publications which are to support the renown earned in 
the olden time by the pens of our illustrious predecessors ? 
Are we, Gentlemen, are we, I say, to look for them in the 
pages of—* The Salt-bearer^' " 

(Here the President was interrupted by an universal mur- 
mur of indignation, in the midst of which Michael Oakley 
rose, and, with much difficulty, succeeded in making himself 
heard.) 

" Mr. President, — I dissent from, in limine^ and disapprove 
of, in toto, any mention of * The Saltbearer/ * The Saltbearer' 
has done nothing, — (Hear, hear, hear,) — and is nothing to us ; 
and I don't see what right we have to meddle with him." 

(** Very true."— from Joseph Lozell.) 

Martin Sterling rose. — It was evident that strong scru- 
ples had pervaded the minds of the Meeting,- as to the pro- 
priety of attacking their schoolfellow, and all appeared 
anxious to hear the opinion of a gentleman who bore so high 
a character for honour and integrity as Mr. Sterling. His 
Speech was delivered nearly in the following words : — 

" Gentlemen,—^! will state to you briefly the reasons 
which induce me to hope that our worthy President may be 
allowed to continue his remarks on the * Eton Salt-bearer.* 
In the first place, I think we shall act with perfect justice to« 
wards the Editor of that work, if we take his conduct as the 
rule for ours. Has Mr. Bookworm shown any regard for the 
characters of his fellow-citizens? The whole of his work is 
calculated to bring disgrace upon the school collectively, and 
upon each of us individually. — {Hear, hear,) — His three num- 
bers appear to me deliberate libels upon the abilities of our 
generation ; but I am more particularly disgusted with the 
indecorous and unjust insinuation conveyed by the letter of 
Senex, in No. III., which attributes to the Etonians of the 
present day, not merely a thoughtless foible, or a casual error, 
but a malicious spirit of ill-nature, by which I am sure our 
schoolfellows are never influenced.— -(Cne« of Right, right, 
never !) — But, independent of these considerations, I am of 
opinion that the President should state at once the motives 
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on which he grounds a design, which I understand he is 
abbut-to submit to us ; that this design may stand or fall by 
those motives."— (Hear, hear, hear,) 

Mr. Oaklet attempted no reply, but preserved a sullen 
silence ; upon which the President resumed : — 

" Gbntlemen,— It is of course a disagreeable task to speak 
with severity of a schoolfellow; -and I shall therefore only 
allude to * The Salt-bearer' as far as is necessary for the pro- 
secution of my own design. The murmurs, which I have 
just heard, prove to me that your opinion of the work coincides 
with my own. — (Perfectly ^ from Lozell \—No^ from Oakley.) 
— You think with me, that the work is not calculated to re- 
flect credit on Eton. You may, perhaps, answer, that the 
publication was set on foot without the concurrence, or even 
the knowledge, of the senior members of the School, and per- 
sisted in, notwithstanding the decided disapprobation of the 
community at large. — (//ear, hear^ hear,) — This, to be sure, 
is well known within the bounds of the College; and to 
some few at the Universities who keep up a direct commu- 
nication with Eton. But it is not so with the majority of 
those, who, from old associations, or a respect for the 
school, interest themselves in its welfare ; and were gra- 
tified with the annunciation of the work, though disap- 
pointed and disgusted with the execution. — {Hear,) — By 
readers of this description it is believed, that the united 
efforts of Etonian talent are concentrated in * The Salt- 
bearer.' Let it be remembered also, that the jealousy of other 
public schools is anxiously on the watch for an instance of 
our degradation in literature, and equally ready to take any 
advantage, as a certain one proved itself upon occasion of the 
paltry victory which it gained over us in the cricket field. 
The * Salt-bearer/ Gentlemen, has gone forth to battle in the 
name oi you all! --{Murmurs,) — I perceive that you think — 
you feel — as I do ; and I will therefore no longer delay the 
question which I propose for your discussion : — * What re- 
medy is to be devised for the evil complained of?' " 
. Here the confusion was so great, in consequence of the 
number of gentlemen who delivered their opinions at the same 
time, that it is impossible for me to report the proceedings 
with any degree of accuracy. Goligutly wished to know in 
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what manner the title of * Salt-bearer* -was applicable to tiA 
vroxk in question? — Sir Francis defended the name as fit and 
appropriate, for Mr. B. B. had really acted the part of s 
Montem Salt-bearer ; who gives you a bit of worthless paper 
in exchange for sterling money. — Sir Francis was proceeding, 
^hen his voice became inaudible, amidst loud shouts of ap- 
plause, intermingled with 'faint cries of Order, order f — No 
politics! — Mr. Lozell chimed in with each member's opinion, 
with Si " decidedly," " obviously," " no doubt ;" to which Mr. 
Oaklet subjoined his " nonsense," ** absurd," " ridiculous." 

The tumult having subsided, the President resumed : — 

" Gentlemen, — I will therefore detain from you no longer 
the proposition I have to submit to you. It is my earnest 
recommendation that we should endeavour to efface by our 
own efforts, humble as they may be, the effects produced by 
the Eton Salt-bearer ; and that for this purpose a periodical 
publication be immediately started under the auspices of the 
King of Clubs." 

The warmth and eagerness which had been evinced by 
several Honourable Gentlemen for an opportunity to express 
their sentiments, died into perfect silence ; except that Mr. 
Musgrave continued to mutter, with a truly ludicrous noncka- 
lance, "strange new coach;" — "cursed rough road;" — 
" take care your cattle are in good condition before you leave 
the office." A mistrust of their own powers, accompanied 
by a due sense of the importance and difficulty of the attempt, 
prevented the other members from closing with the plan, and 
expressing the satisfaction they felt at the proposal of it. 
Each remained looking on his neighbour ; and there were 
two or three murmurs of — " interference with > study ;" — 
" danger of ridicule ;" — " disapproved of by those in au- 
thority." 

Mr. CouRTENAT, in a luminous and forcible manner, obvi- 
ated these objections to his proposal. He represented, that 
the few hours which the prosecution of this design would 
occupy, need not interfere in the slightest degree with those 
studies, which ought, of course, to be our primary considera- 
tion ; and that the advantages to be derived from the early 
cultivation of English composition would amply compensate 
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fi)r the inroads it would make opon our leisure hours. He 
argued that the world at large, and our fellow-citizens in par- 
ticular, would be far from casting ridicule on a work begun 
firora praiseworthy motives, and continued on honourable 
principles. — {Hear^ hear.) — He next pointed out the absurdity 
of the idea that our instructors, whose constant hope is for 
our welfare, whose constant study is for our improvement, 
should object to a work, whose principal design is to remove 
the obloquy which has been brought, by means of** The Salt- 
bearer,'' both on the talents of the School, and the attention 
of its conductors. — {Hear, kear.y—The worthy Chairman then 
closed his remarks in the following manner : — ** There is still 
one objection to my design which I deem it proper to notice ; 
it has been frequently urged, that it is the province of boys 
rather to learn than to teach. I acquiesce. Gentlemen, in the 
justice of this remark ; and I am of opinion that our progress 
in learning would be very much furthered by the adoption of 
my proposal. For we shall find it necessary to read before 
we can write; before we discuss a subject, we must learn what 
has been said of it by older and wiser men : and we shall thus 
combine the improvement of ourselves with the amusement of 
our schoolfellows. — {Applause.) — I will now detain you no 
longer. — If you think Uiat I have successfully combated the 
objections which yonr diffidence has brought forward, I caa 
assure you that you will find in the citizens of our little world 
a competent and an unprejudiced jury." 

The worthy President resumed his seat amidst loud and 
repeated cheering. 

The Hon. Gerabd Montgomery supported the Chairman's 
arguments with great ability. 

It is needless to pursue die Hon. Gentleman's arguments ; 
his efforts, combined with those of the President, produced 
such complete success, that the feeling of the Meeting ap- 
peared to be unanimous, and even Oakley refrained from 
expressing his dissent. 

The President then rose, and briefly addressed the assembly 
as follows : — 

'* Gentleman, — ^Finding that you are agreed on the sub- 
ject of my original proposal, I will beg your attention, while 
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I submit to your consideration a list of Resolutions whichi hoU 
in ray hand. For this purpose I move that the Home do apt 
resolve itself into a Committee." 

Sir Francis Wentworth seconded the motion; which wa 
carried, nem, dis. 

The Committee having duly considered the ResolutioDi 
laid before them by the Chairman, and several additions tnl 
omissions having taken place in the original copy, at dM 
instance of various members, Mr. P. Courtenay was requested 
to resume the Chair, and to read over the Resolutions indidr 
amended state. They were as follows : — 
Resolved, 

I. That a new Publication be set on foot by the King of Clubs. 

U. ^rhat the said work be called ** THE ETONIAN." 

III. That the said work appear in Monthly Numbers, on the plan irfi 
Miscellany, calculated to embrace every species of composition, exoept 
those hereafter to be specified. 

IV. Tliat although the Members of the Club conceive the publicatioB 
of youthful productions to be in general detrimental to the prospects of 
maturity ; yet, under existing circumstances, they- feel that they ad 
properly in courting that publicity, which is contrary, certamly to thdr 
wishes, and probably to their interests. 

V. That the Members of the Club consider it the duty of all those who 
are interested in upholding the reputation of Eton> and more especially 
the Members of the Club, to lend their strenuous and hearty support to 
the undertaking, and that they be cordially invited thereto. 

VI. That no article be received which is not certified to have been the 
bond fide production of an Etonian. 

VII. TTiat all religious controversy be excluded. 

VIII. That no articles of a political tendency be admitted. 

IX. That all satirical allusions of a personal nature be carefully avoided. 

X. That no translations (liowever good) be accepted. 

XI. That a difference in opinion with the Members of the Club be bo 
impediment to the insertion of articles which may, in other respectSi be 
deemed worthy of publication. 

XII. That no anonymous contributions be inserted. 

XIII. ITiat bashful writers, in sending their favours to the Club, be 
directed to inclose their names in a separate scrap of paper, which paper 
shall be destroyed unopened, in the event of the rejection of the article 
which it accompanies. 

XIV. That the strictest secrecy be observed by the Members of the 
Club with regard to the contributions of their correspondents. 

XV. That the Club do meet de die in diem, for the inspection of arti- 
cles, and transactioL of general business. 
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XVI. That communications (post paid) be addressed to the care of 
Mr. C. Knight, Castle-street, Windsor. 

XVII. That Mr. Secretary Hodgson be requested tp report from time 
to time the proceedings of the Club. 

XVIII. That the conductors of the work do not consider themselves 
qualified to act as censors of our little community. 

• XIX. That to impute to their fellow-citizens any follies which are not 
hi actual existence, be considered dishonourable, and unbecoming the 
character of an Etonian. 

XX. That the Members of the Club forbear to attack, wUh-swerityf the 
Juumless follies which do really exist among their companions, to which 
they consider themselves equally liable with the rest of their school- 
fellows. 

XXI. Hiat, in particular, they have no objection to a pot of beer. 

XXII. That (with all due deference to Mr. Benjamin Bookworm) it 
is their opinion, that an Etonian may occasionally smoke a dgar without 
b^g considered a blackguard. 

XXIII. Hiat an assumed superiority ov^r his schoolfellows does not, 
in our opinion, constitute *"' a clever fellow." 

XXIV. That any Member or Members who shall endeavour, in .any 
way, to nndermiue the credit of the publication, be considered guilty of 
hi^ treason against the King of Clubs, his crown and tdignity ; and that 
such Member or Members be sentenced to write an article (the length to 
be determined by the Club) , on pain of immediate expulsion. 

XXV. That any Member or Members who use not their best endea 
▼ours for the furtherance of this 'design, be considered guQty of petty 
treason against the aforesaid Kim; of Ciubs, his ci-own and dignity ; and 
that the penalty of such offence be the purchase of a proportionate num- 
ber of copies. 

XXVI. That should the pair m)t cover the expens'es, a subscription be 
set on foot by the- Members of the Club to defray the deficiency. 

It may be imagined, from the diversity of tastes and opi- 
nions to be found in our Club, that these Resolutions were 
not carried without much dissention. Perhaps a brief ac- 
count of the discussions which each Besolution gave rise to 
may serve to illustrate the characters of the disputants and 
more clearly elucidate the principles on whicn each was 
founded. 

The first Resolution was carried unanimously. It may be 
right to observe in this place, that when I use the word una- 
nimously, the expression by no means refers to my respected 
but somewhat eccentric friend, Mr. Michael Oakley; his 
character for pertinacity is so well understood, that an ob- 

VOL. I. ' c 
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jection coming from him is seldom noticed, unless supported 
by the opinion of some more reasonable member. He is, as 
it were, a cypher at our sittings, which is of no weight or value 
without the addition of a figure. 

The second produced a long and violent debate, in the 
course of which most of the Gentlemen present piroposed for 
the forthcoming literary bantling the name which best suited 
his fancy. 

Mr. Allen Le Blanc, Etonenses Disputatianes. 
Mr. Sterling, The Eton Monitor. 

Hon. G. Montgomery, Horce Etonenses, 
Mr. Musgrave, The Royal Eton Mail, 

Mr. Rowley, Regales Epuke, or Olla Podrida, 

It should be noticed that the fumes of the punch had by 
this time somewhat ruffled the serenity of Mr. O'Connor's 
brain. He had fallen by degrees into a kind of stupor, from 
which he was roused by Mr. M*Farlane, who tapped him on 
the shoulder, exclaiming, — " Weel, Paddy, — and what name 
or title do you recommend?" — to which Mr. O'Connor re- 
plied with an " Och ! Honey !" and " Honey** was imme- 
diately committed to paper, as Mr. O'Connor's suggestion. 
But whether Mr. O'Connor had at this moment a sufficiently 
clear intellect to understand the question which was put to 
him is to this time an ambiguity. 

The members were still in hot dispute upon the compa- 
rative merits of their respective proposals, when the Presi- 
dent rose. — He said, " he preferred his original idea, 

* The Etonian,' to any which had been brought forward. 
It was simple, unaffected, and embraced as well the labours 
of Etonians who have preceded us, as of those of a more 
modern date." The President observed, that the name of 

* The Etonian' had been recommended to him by a friend, 
for whom he was sure all present, in common with himself^ 
felt the most sincere esteem. — (Cries of name^ name,) — The 
President gave the name of the gentleman alluded to, which ^ 
was hailed with loud acclamatiqns, and the blank in the 
Resolution was immediately and unanimously filled up by the 
title of* The Etonian.' 

Mr. GoLiGHTLY moved, as an Amendment to the third 
Resolution, " that the work should appear once a fortnight," 
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on the ground that sufficient interest was not kept up hy a 
monthly puhlication : hut it having heen urged that such an 
arrangement would interfere too much with other a,nd more 
important pursuits, Mr. Golightly withdrew his Amendment; 
and the Resolution, in its original state, was carried unani- 
mously. 

Upon the fourth and fifth there was no disagreement. 

The sixth produced a violent discussion.' Mr. Sterling 
advised the rejection of all articles, but those which should be 
supplied by Etonians of the present day ; while Mr. Mont- 
gomery, whose acquaintance with the first literary characters 
in the country is very extensive, recommended that contri- 
butions should be received indiscriminately from all quarters. 
It was at length determined, on the suggestion of the Pre- 
sident, that assistance^hould be admitted from all those who 
had received their education at Eton ; the Chairman at the 
same time observing, that such assistance could only be 
expected from gentlemen who had resided here within tbe 
recollection of, and had been in habits of intimacy with, the 
members of the Club. 

Martin Sterling argued, with considerable vehemence, 
against the adoption of the seventh; maintaining that no 
topic could convey so much information to a vouthfiil mind, 
as a due investigation of the principles of our reli^n. 
Messrs. Golightlt and Musgrave replied to his observa- 
tions'; the former with that union of polish and originality 
which is a distinguishing feature of his character ; the latter 
with all the quaint, tho\igh low humour, which has so often 
set the table in a roar. 

The Resolution was finally passed by a large majority. 

Dissentient, 



Martin Sterling. 
Allen Le Blanc. 



Michael Oakley. 



The eighth was also productive of a violent, but to the 
reader an uninteresting, debate. Upon a division, the fol- 
lowing gentlemen appeared in the minority against it : 

SirF.Wentworth. f Martin Sterling. 

Allen Le Blanc. | Michael Oakley. 

The ninth called up Mr. Patrick O'Connor ; who, in a 
true Irifdi brogue, ** hoped he should be allowed an occasional 
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lick at the Salt-bearer/' Mr. M'Farlane thought that sa- 
tirical remarks on ** sic a carV were quite allowable, and' was 
proceeding to make some humorous personal observadons 
on Mr. Bookworm, when he was interrupted by the Pre- 
sident, who said he was confident that the Meeting woqM 
see the gross impropriety of the course the Hon. Gentleman 
was pursuing ; he considered nothing so unbecoming the 
character of a gentleman as the shghtest allusion to the per- 
sonal defects of a schoolfellow. However such a proceeding 
might suit with Mr. Bookworm's notions of honourable con- 
duct, he was sure it was utterly inconsistent with the prin- 
ciples of the King of Clubs, 

The President's concluding declaration was loudly cheered, 
and the Resolution was carried by acclamation. 

The tenth was added to the President's original list, at the 
instance of Mr. Musorave ; who said that he had never 
found a translation from the Classics which was not *^ a 
hackney coach,** 

Mr. Le Blamc hoped an exception would be made in 
favour of a translation from Lucretius, upon which he had 
spent much labour. 

Mr. Rowley hopes to find a corner for the reception of a 
translation of an ancient manuscript bearing the name of 
Apii^ius. 

Mr. O'Connor wished to know whether the restriction 
applied to aversion in Greek hexameters of 

" Oh ; Gra ! sweet > rs. Flanigan." 

The Hon. G. Montgomery observed that he considered 
nothing prettier than an ode of Horace elegantly turned. 

In conclusion, the Resolution was carried nem/diss,; but it 
was decided that Mr. O'Connor's production, being some- 
tiling out of the common way, should be inspected, and in>- 
serted, if the Club should think proper. 

The eleventh produced no discussion. 

Upon the twelfth being put, Mr. Golightly desired to be 
informed what object would be gained by departing from the 
usual course in this respect ? 

Mr. CouRTENAY replied, that unless such a rule were 
enforced, it would be impossible to ascertain whether any 
composition was the actual production of an Etonian. 
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To the thirteenth no material objection was made. — 
N.B. It was found impossible to make it comprehensible to 
Messrs. O'Connor and Musgrave. The first thought it very 
unfair to destroy ^ paper without opening it. The latter 
did not approve of any underhand practices in the way" 
biUnj neither would he consent tliat passengers should be 
booked under false names. 

The fourteenth passed without altercation. Mr. O'Connor, 
however, was particularly inquisitive as to the extent of the 
penalty. to be levied on the transgressors of this regulation. 

Upon the fifteenth and sixteenth the Meeting was unani- 
mous. 

The seventeenth having been agreed to, Mr. Rowley 
inquired whether the rule extended to the publication of their 
bill of fare ; and Messrs. Golightly, Musorave, and O'Con- 
nor, begged that the Secretary might be particularly desired 
not to mention the number of glasses swallowed, or here- 
after to be swallowed, by each member. 

Mr. M. Sterling moved, as an Amendment to the eigh- 
teenth, '* That this Meeting do consider themselves the cen- 
sors of their little community, and that they do take notice of 
prevalent follies accordingly." 

Mr. M. Sterling argued, at considerable length, in fa- 
vour of his Amendment; urging, that the office. of Censor 
was undertaken without scruple by Mr. Griffin, and had 
been always filled by his successors upon the same principle. 

Mr. Golightly hoped, that in the etrent of. the adoption 
of the Amendment, no one would be very violent against a 
habit of running in debt. 

Mr. M'Farlane begged that no notice might be taken of 
^* a guid gill of whiskey toddy, in which he occasionally in- 
dulged, for the sake o' the Land o* Cakes." 

Mr. Rowley insisted that no mention should be made of 
his favourite pudding. 

Mr. O'Connor harangued, with great 'originality of ex- 
pression, in favour of rowing; and begged that a slight 
tinge of bargee-ism might not be considered a preval£nt folfy. 

Mr. Musgrave hoped, thai if Mr. Sterling thought 
proper to hold forth agaijist driving, an exception might be 
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made in favour of himself, as he could not prevail on himself 
to forego dandling the ribbons. 

The Amendment was ultimately thrown out, and the ori- 
ginal motion carried without a division. 

The nineteenth and twentieth were passed unanimously, 
and accompanied with cordial acclamations. 

The twenty-first was carried nem. diss, — N.B. Mr. Patrick 
O'Connor immediately testified how hearty an assent he 
gave to this Resolution, by calling for a gallon of beer, and 
inviting every member to follow his example in drinking — 
" Prosperity to * The Etonian ;' " — which was most cheer- 
fully complied with. 

Tlie twenty-second was carried after some opposition from 
Mr. Sterling. 

Dissentient, 



Martin Sterling. 
Gerard Montgomei7. 



William Rowley. 
Michael Oakley. 



Twenty- third, Mr. Golightly thought a declaration of 
the Club's sentiments on this point unnecessary. 

Mr. P. CouRTENAY was sorry to be again compelled to 
allude to the " Salt-bearer ;" but after the very high ground 
which had been assumed by that publication, he conceived 
it proper to state that the " King of Clubs" set out upon 
different principles ; — those of liberty and equality — (Jaoud 
cheering from Sif F, fVeniworth,) — No division took place. 

Upon the proposal of the twenty- fourth, Sir F. Wknt- 
woRTH observed, that in England nothing was so vague or 
undefined as the law of High Treason. Before the- Hon/ 
Gentleman could apply his observation to the Resolution 
proposed, he was interrupted by loud cries of " no Politics !" 

The Resolution was passed by a large majority. 

Dissentient, 
F. Weutworth. 
Michael Oakley, 

Upon the proposal of the twenty-fifth, the same gentlemen 
appeared in the minority. 

The twenty-sixth produced no division, but had a manifest 
effect in lengthening the faces of several gentlemen present, 
particularly Mr. Burton. 



I 
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Resolved unanimously-^ 

XXVII. That the above Resolutions be adopted, and signed on behalf 
of the Meeting, by the Chairman. 

(Signed) PEREGRINE COURTENAY, 

Churman. 

Mr. Courtenay having left the chair, the Hon. G. Mont- 
gomery moved, 

XXVIII. ** That the thanks of the Club be given to Peregrine Courte- 
nay, Esq., for his able and impartial conduct in the Chdr, and that he 
be ^rther requested to take upon himself the office of Editor of ' The 
Etonian.' ** 

The motion having been seconded by Mr. Lb Blanc, was 
immediately put, and carried by acclamation. 

Mr. Courtenay returned thanks in a neat speech, in 
which he exhorted every one, at the breaking up of the 
Meeting, to retire with feelings of the most perfect unanimity 
and cordiality in the good cause, and to exert his utmost 
abilities in that line of composition which was most agreeable 
to his own taste, and most likely to support the interests of 
" The Etonian.'* The worthy Chairman concluded by pro- 
posing our usual parting toast, our stirrup-cup,* (to use 
Mr. M'Farlane's expression,) " The King of Clubs." 

Previous to the separation of the Meeting, Mr. Rowlet 
^gg6<l ^^* Golightly to dish up a song; which request 
being loudly reiterated, Mr. Golightly entertained us with 
the following original melody, which terminated the festivi- 
ties of the Meeting : — 

I. 

The Monarch of Clubs is a jolly old cock. 

His joy is a bumper of excellent hock. 

His joy is a sirloin, his joy is a row. 

But he never has wielded a pen, till now. 

What madness has come o*er his Majesty's soul ? 

He flies from the beef, and he flies from the bowl ; 

He flies in a fit from the row and the revel. 

He *s written a book, — and it's gone to the Devil. 



• N. B. Mr. P. O'Connor inquired whether the expression was de- 
rived from the verb to stir-up i and Was much jeered by his Scotch neigh- 
bour, Mr. M'Farlane^ for his ignorance of Caledonian customs. 
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II. 

Xook, look at the press ! what a sorrowful sight! 
His Majesty's raving in plain black and white ; 
His Majesty's mad! for he wakes from his slumbers, 
To meditate pages, and talk about " Numbers :" 
His Majesty's mad; for he puns, like the Johnians, 
And surfeits on books, till he vomits " Etonians ;** 
Oh ! where is an end, or a cure for the evil ! 
I lis Majesty's mad, and he '11 go to the Devil. 





Saturniy 14* die Ocfobris, 1820. 

This day the Club again met, pursuant to agreement, to 
discuss the measures wliich had been taken for the promo- 
tion of the design agreed upon at the lasl sitting. The 
names having been called over, the thanks of the Club were 
immediately .voted to Mr. Secretary Hodgson for his accurate 
report of the proceedings of the 3d of October. It was, 
however, suggested, that it would be expedient that his re- 
ports of ifie proceedings, for the future, should not be so 
prolix, and that he be requested never to exceed the limits of 
one sheet. The President then addressed the Meeting as 
folloiys : — 

" Gentlemen, — I rise with great pleasure to inform you, 
that such has been the readiness displayed by all ranks of the 
School to encourage and support our undertaking, that the 
first Number of * The Etonian' will make its appearance in 
the ensuing week, — {Hear, hear^ hear,) — I will proceed to 
lay before you the articles which have been sent in by various 
and able contributors ; — from these it will be in your power 
to form an opinion of the merits and demerits of the Publi- 
cation, and I have little or no doubt that, judging from these 
specimens, you will augur favourably of our success. 

Mr. CouRTENAY then read to the Meeting numerous com- 
positions on various subjects, which will, either in our first 
or our future Numbers, be submitted to an impartial public. 

Mr. Le Blanc then moved, that the thanks of the King of 
Clubs be presented to Mr. Martin Sterling, for his sensible 
and eloquent treatise on Juvenile Friendship. The motion 
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having been seconded by Mr. Burton, Mr. Michael Oak- 
ley rose amidst loud cries of " Question/' and gave much 
entertainment to his auditors by the following specimen of 
eloquence : — 

" Sir, — Michael Oakley is not one who can be put down 
by clamour: I will stand buff. — {Hear, hear^ hear.) — I will 
stand buffy I say, until this tumult has ceased — {L(md laugh" 
ter, succeeded by a dead silence), — and then I will move, as an 
Amendment, ' that a vote of censure be passed on Mr. Mar- 
tin Sterling for' — " 

Here an inclination to mirth, which bad long been with diffi- 
culty restrained, burst out with sucb ungovernable violeftce, 
that Mr. Oakley's " vote of censure," and Mr. Courtenay's 
" order, order," were alike inaudible. When the tumult had 
again subsided^. Mr. Oakley continued: — 

*' I say, gentlemen, that I move that a vote of censure be 
passed upon Mr. Martin Sterling, for his direct and manifest 
infringement of one of the fundamental laws of our proj^t. 
You yourselves determined, at our last sitting, that the 
King of Clubs should not esteem itself competent to the 
office of Censor over our schoolfellows, yet Mr. Martin 
Sterling has ventured to hold out a tbreat totally inconsistent 
with the spirit of this Resolution. I am aware that the ma- 
jority is usually against me. — {Hear, hear,) — But I care not 
for this. I have an opinion of my own.--(Hear, hear.) — I 
do not knock under to that of other pepple. I am not a 
sycophant. — {No, no.) — I am not an umhr ei.^— {Laughter, 
and cries of hear.) — I am not a flatterer. — {Bravo.)— So, gen- 
tlemen, I am a — " 

Here the disorder. was so great, that the Hon. Gentleman 
was obliged to resume his seat before the Hon. Gentleman 
could conclude his description of himself; uponi which Mr. 
GoLiGHTLY observed, that his Hon. Friend continued un- 
willingly a now-c/e^crip^. 

No one appearing to second Mr. Qakley's Amendment, 
the original motion was put, and carried unanimously, with ^ 
the usual exception of Mr. Oakley's single dissentient voice. 
The President, in delivering the Thanks of the Meeting to 
Mr. Sterling, said, that if the Hon. Gentleman proceeded 
to put his threat into execution, it would be for the Meeting 
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to determine how far the strict observance of the eighteenth 
Resolution might be dispensed with. Mr. Sterling, in re- 
turning thanks, assured the Meeting that in future he would 
be so guarded in his most minute observations that not even 
his Hon. Friend Mr. Michael Oakley should have occasion 
to find fault with the license of his pen. 

The Thanks of the Meeting were then unanimously given 
to the following gentlemen, who severally made their ac- 
knowledgments : — 

To Mr. Golightly, for his Essay on Nick names, his Remarks on the Prac- 
tical Bathos, and on the Practical Asyndeton. 

To the Hon. G. Montgomery, for his " Lines on the Coliseum." 

To Sir F. Wentworth, for " Liberty and Dependence, an Allegory," and 
for his " Thoughts on the words Turn Out.** 

To Mr. Le Blanc, for his paper entitled ** Darkness." 

To Mr. O'Connor, for his poetical description of ** The Wedding of 
Phelim O'Shane." 

To Mr. M'Farlane, for ** The Bogle of Anneslie, a Tale.' 

To Mr. Musgrave, for his " Essay on the Whip haud.^ 

To Mr. Burton, for his " Study of the Main Chance.'* 

To Mr. Rowley, for his " Dissertation on a Beef-Steak," and his Poetry 
on ditto. 

Jo Mr. Lozell, for his " Essay on the Art of saying Yes." 

To Mr. Oakley, for his " Essay on the Art of saying No." 

The two last-rmentioned names occasioned much mirth 
among the Members. When the laughter and applause had 
ceased, Mr. Courtenay again rose, and informed the Meeting, 
that several contributions had been received from Etonians 
not belonging to the Club, who were unwilling to have their 
names disclosed. He therefore moved, " That the Thanks of 
the King of Clubs be given to all contributors, and all well- 
wishers to * The Etonian ;* and that Mr. Secretary Hodg- 
son be requested to communicate the same." 

Mr. Sterling seconded the motion, which was carried by 
acclamation. 

The President next observed, that he had received a com- 
munication from the conductors of the Apis Matina, stating 
that any pieces which had appeared in that Miscellany were 
at the service of the Editor of the " Etonian." — {Hear, hear, 
hear!) , , 



THE KING OF CLUBS. 35 

He further informed the Club that he had accordingly 
selected, from the abovementioned work, four pieces for in* 
sertion in the first Number of ** The Etonian," viz.: — " The 
Temple of Diana at Ephesus;" " Edith;" "Genius;" and 
'* Laura/' And he concluded by moving, that the thanks of 
the King of Clubs be given to the Conductors of the Aph- 
Matina for their obliging offer. 

Mr. Montgomery seconded the motion, which wa3 carried 
unanimously. 

Mr. Sterling rose to state, that while he coincided in every 
sentiment which had fallen from the President at their last 
meeting, upon the subject of the Salt-bearer, he could not but 
express his disapprobation of any thing like a paper war. He 
conceived that enough had been said upon this disagreeable 
topic, and hoped that '* the Etonian'' would not degrade itself 
by any future mention of the Salt-bearer. — {Hear^ hear,) 

The President said, that he was confident Mr. Sterling's 
observations expressed the sense of the Meeting : at the same 
time it was his opinion that, in their first Number, it was 
incumbent upon them to state openly to the world the ground 
on which the measure originated. This done, he was sure 
the members of the Club would see the propriety of abstain- 
ing from petty disputes, which would be alike degrading 
to themselves, and uninteresting to their readers.— (Loi/e^ 
cries of hear, hear,) 

The thaid^s of the Meeting were then voted to the Presi- 
dent for his conduct in the chair. 

Mr. Courtenay returned thanks, and hoped that their next 
Meeting would be for the purpose of celebrating the success 
of the first number of " The Etonian." — The Meeting then 
adjourned. 

RICHARD HODGSON, 

Knave of Clubs, 

Secretary. 
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RHYME AND REASON. 

** Non cadem est aetas, non mens." — Horace. 

He whose life has not been one continued monotony; 
he who has been susceptible of different passions, opposite 
in their origins and effects, needs not to be told, that the 
.same objects, the same scenes, the same incidents, strike 
us in a variety of lights, according to the temper and incK- 
nation with which we survey them. To borrow an illus- 
tration from external scenes, — if we are situated in the 
centre of a shady valley, our view is confined and our pro- 
spect bounded ; but if we ascend the topmost heights of 
the mountain by which that valley is overshadowed, the 
eye wanders luxuriantly over a perpetual succession of 
beautiful objects, until the mental faculties appear to 
catch new freedom /rom the extension of the sight; we 
breathe a purer air, and are inspired with purer emotions. 

Thus it is with men who differ from each other in their 
tastes, their studies, or their professions. They look on 
the same external objects with a different internal percep- 
tion; and the view which they take of surrounding scenes 
is beautified or distorted, according to their predominant 
pursuit, or their prevailing inclination. 

We were led into this train of ideas by a visit which we 
lately paid to an old friend, who, from a strong taste for 
agricultural pursuits, has abandoned the splendor and 
absurdity of a town life, and devoted to the cultivation 
of a large- farming establishment, in a picturesque part of 
England, all the advantages of a strong judgment and a 
good education. His brother, on the contrary, who 
was a resident at the farm during our visit, has lesfc 
of sound understanding than of ardent genius, and is 
more remarkable for the warmth of his heart than 
the soundness of his head. In short, to describe them 
in a word, Jonathan sees with the eye of a merchant, 
and Charles with that of an enthusiast; Jonathan i% 
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a man of business, and Charles is a poet. The contrast 
between their tempers is frequently tne theme of conver- 
sation at the social meetings of the n^ghbourhood; and it 
is always found that the old and the grave shake their 
heads at the almost boyish enthusiasm of Charles ; while 
the young and the imprudent indulge in severe sarcasms 
at the mercenary and uninspired moderation of his brother. 
All parties however concur in admiring the uninter- 
rupted cordiahty which subsists between them, and in 
laughing good-humouredly at the various whims and foi- 
bles of these opposite characters, who are known throughout 
the country by the titles of " Rhyme^ and " Reason."" 

We arrived at the farm as Jonathan was sitting down 
to his substantial breakfast. We were delighted to see 
our old friend, now in the decline of life, answering so 
exactly the description of Cowper, — 

** An honest.man closc-button'd to the chin, 
Broad cloth without, and a warm heart 'within." 

We felt an inward satisfaction in contemplating his frieze 
coat, whose debut we remember to have witnessed five 
years ago, and in speculating upon the snows which five 
additional winters nad left upon his head since our last 
interview. It was some time before we recovered sufiici- 
ently from our reverie to inquire after the well-being of 
our younger companion, who had not yet made his appear- 
ance at the board. " Oh r said Jonathan, " Charles is in 
his hey-day years; we must indulge him for the present; 
we canH expect such regularity from five-and-twenty as 
from six-ana-fifty.'' He had hardly done speaking when 
a loud halloo sounded as an avant-courier of Charles's 
approach, and in less than a minute he presented himself 
before us. — " Ten thousand pardons!" ne cried. " One ""s 
enough," said his brother. " 1 Ve seen the finest sun-rise," 
said Charles. **You're wet through," said Jonathan. 
" I "^m all over rapture," said Rhyme. ** You 're all over 
dirt," said Reason. 

With some difficulty Charles was persuaded to retire 
for die re-adjustment of his dress, while the old man con- 
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tinued his meal with a composure which proved he*wa8 
not unused to the morning excursions of his volatik 
yoke-fellow. By the time he had got through his beef- 
steak, and three columns of the Courier, Charles re-en- 
tered, and despatched the business of eating with a ra- 
pidity in which many a modern half-starved rhymer 
would be glad to emulate him. A walk was inunediately 
proposed ; but the one had scarcely reached an umbrella, 
and the other prepared his manuscript book, when t 
slight shower oi ram prevented our design. — " Provok- 
•ing,^ said Rhyme. " Grood for the crop,'' said Reason. 

The shower, however, soon ceased, and a fine clear sun 
encouraged us to resume our intentions, without fear of 
a second disappointment. As we walked over the estate, 
we were struck with the improvements made by our 
friend, both as regarded the comfort and the value of 
the property ; while now and then we could not suppress 
a smile on observing the rustic arbour which Charles 
had designed, or the verses which he had inscribed on 
our favourite old oak. 

It was determined that we should ascend a neighbour- 
ing hill, which was dear to us froni its having been the 
pnncipal scene of our boyhood's amusements. " We 
must niake haste," said Charles, " or we shall miss the 
view," " We must make haste," said Jonathan, " or 
we shall catch cold on our return." Their actions 
seemed always to amalgamate, though their motives 
were always different. We observed a tenant of our 
friend ploughing a small field, and stopped a short time 
to regard the contented appearance of the man, and the ^ 
cheenul whistle with which he called to his cattle. 
" Beatus ille qui procut negotiis^ said the poet ; " A 
poor team, though," said his brother. 

Our attention was next excited by a level meadow, 
whose green hue, set off by the mixture of the white 
fleeces of a beautiful flock ojf sheep, was, to the observer 
of nature, a more enviable sight than the most studied 
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landscape of Gainsborourfi's pencil. "Lovely colours !^' 
ejaculated Charley; — "Fine mutton,'' observed Jona- 
tnan. " Delightful scene for a rustic hop r cried the 
enthusiast ; — " I am thinking of planting hops," said 
the farmer. 

We reached the summit of the hill, and remmned for 
some moments in silent admiration of one of the most 
variegated prospects that ever the country presented to 
the contemplation of its most ardent admirer.. The mel- 
low verdure of the meadows, intermingled here and 
there with the sombre appearance of ploughed land, the 
cattle reclining in the shade, the cottage of the rustic 
peeping from behind the screen of a luxuriant hedge, 
formed a tout-ensemble which every eye must admire, but 
which few pens can describe. " A delightful landscape !" 
said Charles ; " A rich soil,'' said Jonathan. " What 
scope for description !" cri^ the first ; " What scope 
for improvement !" returned the second. 

As we returned we passed the cottage of the peasant, 
whom we had seen at his plough in the morning. The 
family were busily engaged in their several domestic oc- 
cupations. One little cnubby-faced rogue was conduct- 
ing Dobbin to his stable, another was helping his sister 
to coop up the poultry, and a third was incarcerating 
the swme, who niade a vigorous resistance against their 
youthful antagonist. " Tender !" cried Rhyme ; — he 
was listening to the nightingale. " Very tender !" re- 
plied Reason ; — ^he was looking at the pigs. 

As we drew near home, we met an old gentleman 
walking with his daughter, between whom and Charles 
a reciprocal attachment was said to exist. TThe lateness 
of the evening prevented much conversation, but the 
few words which were spoken again brought into con- 
trast the opposite tempers of my friends. ** A fine eve- 
ning. Madam," said the man ojf sense, and bowed ; — " I 
shaB see you to-morrow, Mary !" said the lover, and 
pressed her hand. We looked back upon her as she 
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left US. After a pause, — " She is an angel !'^ sighed 
Charles; — " She is an heiress,^ observed Jonathan. " She 
has ten thousand perfections !*" cried Rhyme; — " She has 
ten thpusand pounds,*" said Reason. 

We left them the next morning, and spent some days 
in speculations on the causes which enabled such union of 
affections to exist with such diversities of taste. For our- 
selves, we must confess, that while Reason has secured our 
esteem. Rhyme has run away with our hearts ; we have 
sometimes thought with Jonathan, but we have always 
felt with Charles. 

P. C. 
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** It Is not yet,nefir day. Come, go with me 
Under our tents. Til plajr the eaves- dropper.*' — Shakspeare. 

The night comes on, and o'er the field 
The moon shines bright on helm and shield ; 
But there are many on that plain, 
That shall not see her light again : 
She looks serene on countless bands 
Of mailed breasts and steel-bound hands ; 
And shows a thousand faces there, 
Of courage high, and dark despair ; 
All mingled as the legions lie. 
Wrapt in their dreams of Victory. 
A lowering sound, of doubt and fear. 
Breaks sudden on the startled ear, 
And hands are clenched, and cheeks are pale, 
And from bright blade and ringing mail 
A thousand hands, with busy toil, 
Clean off each ancient stain or soil ; 
Or spots of blood, where truth may read 
For every drop a guilty deed. 

Survey the crowds who there await, 
In various mood, the shock of fate ; 
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Who burn to meet, or strive to shun, 
The dangers of to-morrow's sun. 
Look on the husband's anxious tears, 
The hero's hopes, the coward's fears, 
The vices that e'en here are found. 
The follies that are hovering round ; 
And learn that (treat it as you will) 
Our life must be a mockery still. 
Alas ! the same caprices reign. 
In courtly hall, or tented plain ; 
And the same follies are reveal'd. 
In ball-room, and in battle-field. 

Turn to yon open tent, and see 
Where, drunk with youth and Burgundy, 
Reclines, his midnight revel o'er. 
The beau of battle, Theodore. — 
Before him, on his desk, he lays * 
The billet-doux of oth^ days ; 
And while he reads, his fancy lingers 
On those white hands and witching fingers. 
That traced the darling signatures— 
The " yours till death" and " truly yours :" — 
And, as by turns they meet his eye, 
He looks, and laughs, and throws them by, 
Until perchance some magic name 
Lights up a spark of former flame ; 
And then he ponders, in his trance. 
On Mary's love-inspiring glance. 
On Chloe's eye of glittering fire. 
And Laura's look of fond desire. 
Poor Theodore ! if valiant breast. 
And open heart, and song, and jest. 
And laughing lip, and auburn hair, 
And vow sent up by lady fair, 
Can save a youthful warrior's life, — 
Thou fall'st not in to-morrow's strife. 

Look yonder — on the dewy sward 
Tom Wittol lies — -a brother bard ; 
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He lies, and ponders on the stars, 
On virtue, genius, and the wars; 
On dark ravines, and woody dells. 
On mirth and muses, shot and shells ; 
On black mustachios, and White Surrey, 
On rhyme and sabres--7death and Murray ; 
Until at last his fancy glows, 
As if it felt to-^morrow's blows ; 
Anticipation fires his brain. 
With fights unfought, unslaughter'd slain; 
And on the fray that — is to be^ 
Comes forth a Dirge or Elegy : — 
And if he meets no heavier harm 
To-morrow from a foeman's arm, 
Than crack'd cuirass, or broken head. 
He '11 hasten from his fever's bed, 
And, just broke loose from salve and lint. 
Rush, like a hero, into print; 
Heading his light and harmless prattle — 
" Lines — written on a field of battle." 
Thou favour'd bard — go boldly on, — 
The Muse shall guard her darling son; 
And when the rausquet's steady aim 
Is levell'd at the pet of fame. 
The Muse shall check the impious crime. 
And shield thee with a ream of rhyme ; — 
But if 'tis doom'd, and fall thou must. 
Since bards, like other men, are dust, 
Upon the tomb where thou shalt sleep, 
Phoebus and Mars alike shall weep ; 
And he that lov'd, but could not save, 
Shall write " Hie jacet " o'er thy grave. 

What wight is that, whose distant nose 
Gives token loud of deep repose ? 
What ! honest Harry on the ground! 
r faith thy sleep is wond'rous sound. 
For one who looks, upon his waking, 
To sleep " the sleep that knows not breaking. 
But rest |hee, rest ! thou merriest soul 
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That eter loV'd the circling bowl ; 
I look upon his empty cup, 
And sudden tears uncall'd spring up ; 
Perchance, in this abode of pother, 
Kind Harry may not drain another. 
But still our Comrades at the Bell 
Of Harry's pi'owess long shall tell ; 
And dignify with well-eam'd praise 
The revelry of other days. 
And then the merry tale will run 
On many a wager lost and won. 
On many a jest, and many a song. 
And many a peal of laughter long, 
That from our jovial circle broke 
At Harry's toa»t or Harry's joke. 
Again, at Fancy's touch restored. 
Our old sirloin shall grace the board ; 
Again at fancy's touch shall flow 
The tap we drain'd an age ago. 
And thou, the soul of fun, the life 
Of noisy mirth and playful strife, 
May'st sleep in honour's worm-worn bed 
The dreamless slumber of the dead. 
But oft shall one sad heart at least 
Think on the smile, thatf never ceas'd 
Its catching influence, till the earth 
Clos'd o'er the lips that gave it birth. 
I'll pour upon thy tranquil rest 
The hallow'd bowl of Meux's best ; 
And recollect, with smile and sigh, 
Thy " beer with E, and bier with I."* 

4 

Dazzle mine eyes ? or do I see t 
Two glorious Suns of Chancery ? 

Suum cuique : — 

** So that day I still hail with a smile and a sigh. 
For tliis beer with an E, and his bier with an I." — Canning. 
t " Edw. Dazzle mine eyes ? or do I see three suns I 

I^ich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect sun." — Shakspeare. 
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The pride of Law appears the first, 
And next, the pride of Moulsey Hurst, 
faithless and feelless, from the bar 
Tim Quill is come to practise war : 
Without a rival in the ring, 
Brown Harry " peels " for Church and King. 
Thus ever to your country's fights 
Together go, ye kindred knights ! 
Congenial arts ye aye pursued ; 
" Daylight" ye studied to exclude; 
And both of old were knovm to Crib, 
And both were very apt to^6. 
Together go ; no foe shall stand 
The vengeance of our country's brand. 
When on his ranks together spring 
Cross-buttocks — and Cross-questioning, 

Sir Jacob arming ! what despair 
Has snatch'd him from his elbow-chrfir ? 
And hurried from his good old wine 
The bachelor of fifty-nine ? 
What mighty cause has torn him thus 
Unwilling from " suburban, rus" 
Bade him desert his one-horse chaise. 
His old companions and ** old ways<; " 
Give up his Baccalaurean tattle, 
And quit the bottle — for the battle ? 
Has he forgot, in martial ardour. 
His wig, his teapot, and his larder? 
Has he forgot — ungrateful Sub, — 
Champagne, backgammon, and — the club ? 
Has he forgot his native earth, 
His sofa, and his decent hearth ? 
Has he forgot his^homely fare. 
And her, the maid with yellow hair, 
That dress'd the meal, and spread the board, 
Laid fuel on the fire, and poured 
In stream as sparkling as her eye,. 
From its green gaol the Burgundy ? 
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lliat Hebe, in thy native town, 
Looks from her latticed window down, 
And, when the newsman paces by, 
Runs, with a sharp and fearful cry, 
And cheek all pale, and eye all wet, 
To seek thy name in the Gazette. 
What fate has bid her master roam 
An exile from his cheerful home ? 
What ! has his landlord turn*d him out ? 
Is he gone mad with love — or gout ? . 
Has Death impos'd his finger bony 
Upon his mistress — or his crony 'i 
Have sober matrons ceas'd to praise 
Tiie lover of their youthful days ? 
Are belles less eager to command. 
With wink and smile, his ready hand ? 
Fears he the sudden dissolution 
Of club-house— or of constitution ? 
Has the last pipe of hock miscarried ? 
Has — I forget, last week he — married. 

Thou too thy brilliant helm must don, 
Etona's wild and wayward son, 
Mad merry Charles. — While, beardless yet. 
Thou look*st upon thy plume of jet. 
Or smilest, as the clouds of night 
Are drifled back by morning's light. 
Thy boyish look, thy careless eyes, 
Might wake the envy of the wise. 
Six months have pass'd, since thou didst rove 
Unwilling through Etona's grove. 
Trembling at many an ancient face 
That met thee in that holy place ; 
To speak the plain and honest truth, 
Thou wast no scholar in thy youth. 
But now go forth — broke loose from schoo). 
Kill and destroy by classic rule, 
Or die in fight, to live in story, 
As valiant Hector did before ye. 
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On ! on ! take forts and storm positions. 

Break Frenchmen's heads — instead of Priscian's, 

And seek in death and conflagration 

A gradus to thy reputation. 

Yet, when the war is loud and high, 

Thine old mistakes will round thee fly ; 

And still, in spite of all thy care, 

False quantities will haunt thee there ; 

For thou wilt make, amidst the throng, 

Or iaij short, or kXcoc long. 

Methinks I know that figure bold, 
And stalwart limbs of giant mould ! 
■ *Tis he — I know his ruddy face. 

My tried staunch friend. Sir Matthew Chase. 

His snore is loud, his slumber deep, 

Yet dreams are with him in his sleep. 

And Fancy's visions oft recall 

The merry Hunt and jovial Hall — 

And oft replace before his sight 

The bustle of to-mo|rrow's fight. 

In swift succession o'er his brain. 

Come fields of corn, and fields of slain ; 

And as the varying image burns, 

Blood and blood-horses smoke by turns ; 

The five-barr'd gate and muddy ditch, 

Smolensko and " the spotted bitch," 

Parisian puppies — English dogs' — 

** Begar" and *' damme," — beef and frogs, 

In strange unmeaning medley fly 

Before poor Nimrod's wandering eye. 

He speaks ! what murmuring stifled sounds 

Burst from his throat : " Why, madam ! zoundJ 

" Who scar'd me with that Gorgon face ? 

" I thought I saw my Lady Chase !" 

And thou too, Clavering — Humour's son ! 
Made up of wisdom and of fun ! 
Medley of all that 's dark and clear. 
Of all that's foolish, all that 's dear. 
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Tell we what brings thee here to die, 

Thou prince of eccentricity ? 

Poor Arthur ! in his childhood's day 

He cared so little for his play, 

And wore so grave and prim a look, 

And cried so, when he miss'd his book, 

That aunts were eager to presage 

The glories of his riper age,^ 

And fond mamma in him foresaw 

The bulwark of the British law, 

And Science from her lofty throne 

Look'd down and mark'd him for her own. 

Ah ! why did flattery come at school 

To tinge him with a shade of fool ! 

Alas! what clever plans were crost! 

Alas ! how wise a judge was lost ! 

Without a frienH to check or guide, 

He hurried into fashion's tide, 

He aped each folly of the throng, 

Was all by turns, and nothing long ; 

Through varying tastes and modes he flew, 

Dress — boxing — racing — dice — Virtu, 

Now looking blue in sentimentals. 

Now looking red in regimentals, 

Now impudent, and now demure. 

Now blockhead — and now connoisseur. 

Now smoking at " the Jolly Tar," 

Now talking Greek with Doctor Parr ; 

A friend by turns to saints and sinners. 

Attending lectures, plays, and dinners, 

Tlie Commons' House, and Common Halls, 

Chapels of Ease —and Tattersall's ; 

Skilful in fencing, and in flst, 

Blood — critic — jockey — methodist ; 

Caus'eless alike in joy or sorrow, * 

Tory to-day, and whig to-morrow, 

All habits and all shapes he wore, 

Andlov'd, and laugVd, andpray'd, and swore ; 

And now some instantaneous freak. 

Some peevish whim, or jealous pique . 
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Has made the battle's iron show'r 

The hobby of the present hour, 

And bade him seek, in steel and lead, 

An opium for a rambling head. 

A cannon ball will prove a pill 

To lull what nothing else can still ; 

And I, that prophecy his doom, 

Will give him all I can — a tomb, 

And — o'er a pint oi half and half 

Compose poor Arthur's epitaph : — 

" Here, join'd in death, th' observer sees 

" Plato— and Alcibiades ; — 

" A mixture of the grave and funny, 

*' A famous dish of Salmagundi." 

Allan McGregor ! from afar 
I see him 'midst the ranks of war. 
That all around are rising fast 
From slumbers that may be their last ; 
1 know him by his Highland plaid, 
Long borne in foray and in raid. 
His scarf all splash'd with dust and gore. 
His nodding plume and broad claymore ; 
I know him by that eagle eye. 
Where foemen read their destiny ; 
I know him by that iron brow. 
That frowns not, burns not, quails not now, 
Though life and death are with the ray 
That redly dawns upon to-day. 
Woe to the wretch whose single might 
Copes with dark Allan in the fight ; 
He knows not mercy — knows not fear ; 
The pibroch has to Allan's ear 
A clearer and a sweeter note 
Than mellow strains that blithely flo&t 
From lyre or lute, in courtly throng. 
Where Beauty smiles upon the song 
Of artful wiles against his foe 
Nothing he knows or cares to know ; . 



THE EVE OF BATTLE. 49 

Far less he recks of polish'd arts, 

The batteries in the siege, of hearts. 

And hence the minions of the ton, 

While fair and foolish dames look on, 

Laugh at old Allan's awkward bow, 

His s^ern address, and haughty brow. 

Laugh they ? — when sounds'the hoUow drum, 

And banded legions onward come. 

And life is won by ready sword. 

By strength to strike, and skill to ward. 

Those tongues, so brave in woman's war, 

Those cheeks unstained by scratch or scar, 

Shall owe their safety in the fight 

To hoary Allan's arm of might. 

Close to the clansman's side is seen 
Dame Fortune's soldier, James M*Lean. 
r know him well — no novice he 
In warfare's murderous theory; 
Amidst the battle's various sound, 
While bullets flew like hail around, 
MXean was born ; in scenes like this 
He passed his earliest hours of bliss : 
Cradled in war, the fearless child ^ 

Look'd on the scene of blood, and smil'd ; 
Toy'd with the sabre of the Blues, 
Long ere he knew its hellish use ; 

His little fingers lov'd to feel 

The bayonet's bright point of steel. 

Or made his father's helmet ring 

With beating up — ** God save the King." 

Those hours of youthful glee are fled ; 

The thin grey hairs are on his head ; 

Of youth's hot current nought remains 

Within the ancient warrior's veins. 

Yet, when he hears the battle-cry,. 

His spirit beata as wild and high: 

As on the day that saw him wield 

His virgin swor<l in battle-field; 
-VOL." I. P 
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The eve on which his comrades found him, 

With England's colours wrapt around him, 

His face turn'd upwards, and bis hand 

Still twin'd around his trusty brand, 

As, spent with wounds, and weak with toil, 

He lay upon the bloody soil. 

E*en DOW, though swift advancing years 

Might well decline this life of fears, 

Though the deep scars upon his breast 

Show claim to honourable rest, 

He will not quit what time has made 

His joy, his habit, and his trade. 

He ^nvies not the peasant's lot, 

His cheerful hearth^ and humble cot ; 

Encampments have to him become 

As constant^ and as dear a home. 

Such are the hearts of steel, whom War 
Binds in their cradle to his car, 
And leaves them in their latter day, , 

With honour, medals, and half-pay, 
Burthen'd with all the cares of life, 
Repentance — asthma — and a wife. 

And what am I who thus can choose 
Such subject for so light a muse ? 
Who wake the smile, and weave th^ .rhyme, 
In such a scene, at such a time. 
Mary ! whose pure and holy kiss 
Is still a cherish'd dream of bliss. 
When last I saw thy bright blue eye, 
And heard thy voice of melody, 
And felt thy timid mild caress, 
I was all hope — all joyousness ! 
We parted — and the morrow's sun — 
Oh God i my bliss was past and done ; 
The lover's hope, the husband ^s vow — 
Where were they then ? — ah ! where wert thou f 

Mary! thou vision lov'd and wept. 
Long years have pass'd since thou hast slept, 
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Removed from gaze of mortal eye, 
The dreamless sleep of those that die. 
Long years ! — yet has. not passM away 
The memory of that fatal day, 
When all thy young and faded grace 
Before me lay in Death's embrace. 

• 

A throb of madness and of pain 
Shot through my heart, and through my brain ; 
I felt it then, I feel it now, 
Though time is stamped upon my brow ; 
Though all my veins grow cold with age, 
And o*er my memory's fading page 
Oblivion draws her damning line, 
And blots all images — save thine. 

Thou left'st me — and I did become 
An alien from my house and home ; 
A phantom in life's busy dream ; 
A bubble on misfortune's stream : 
Condcmn'd through varying scenes to rove. 
With nought to hope — and nought to love ; 
No inward motive, that can give 
Or fear to die, or wish to live. 

Away, away ! Death rides the breeze ! ' ^ 

There is no time for thoughts like these ; 
Hark ! from the foeman's distant camp 
I hear their charger's sullen tramp ; 
On ! valiant Britons, to the fight ! 
On ! for St. George, and England's right ! 
Green be the laurel — bright the meed, 
Of those that shine in martial deed ! 
Short bie the pang — swifl pass the breath, 
Of those that die a Soldier s death I 
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to the editor of tke etonian^' 

Sir, 

I SHOULD think that no one unless he is a Hiisan- 
thrope, or a methodist, which is little better, can pass 
through Eton without being amused at the vanous 
looks, sizes, and occupations of the motley group of 
which that Lilliputian world is composed. Methinks I 
hear one of them say, in all the dignity of offended 

pride, " Softly, Mr. , not so Lilliputian ; there are 

A , T , S , E , six feet high ; and I 

myself, though far from being one of the biggest, would 
easily chastise you for your impertinence.'' Boys still , 
they all are, and boyish are their habits. I hope, however, 
I snall'not be known as the author of these opinicxis, or 
the next time I visit Eton I shall meet with a sorry re- 
ception. Whether it is that my countenance is not very 
repulsive, my dress not very extraordinary, and my ap- 
pearance on the whole not singular, I passed through 
the Quadrangle, (as it happened) particularly crowds, 
without being so much qmzzed as 1 expected; for, after 
the alarming stories which I had heara of the practical 
jokes of Etonians, it r^uired no small resolution to en- 
counter the mirth of such a formidable body of humour- 
ists. Once, to be sure, I heard a whisper, remarking it as 
very odd that I should wear gaiters under my trowsers; 
and a second time, when I happened to turn round on a 
sudden, I surprised a circle of dashing young fellows 
laughing at my look behind, where I suppose the cut of 
my coat was not according to the newest fashion. Some 
of them I recognized as old acq^usdntances, having seen 
them the evening before parading on the Terrace of Wind- 
sor Castle. The approaching school hour did not appear 
at all to have changed or saddened their looks, for they 
were laughing, quizzing, and flitting about, exactly ia 
the way which first attracted my attention on the Royal 
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menace. They all had books, some very ^y ones, 
rs such as hardly deserved the name — an inconsistency 
3h I was at a loss to reconcile, unless it were that the 

mentioned had caught the infection of their master's 
py» Here and there a cluster of Collegers, with their 
k gowns, had a good effect among the many varied 
urs which the greater proportion displayed : indeed 
a so' far bigottea that I never could have imagined a 
« of learning without some such classical costume. It 

not easy to mistake the settled step, the sedate de- 
nour^ and the pallid and rather sickly hue, which 
ked the jcountenances of those boys, whom, for the 
t of a more expressive name, with which I dare say 
£ton vocabulary could supply me, I shall call the 
lious — such as I could picture to myself never mix- 
in the sports of their schoolfellows, and preferring a 
blem of EucUd to the finest game at cricket ever con- 
ed* Many of the lesser tribe appeared to be extremely 
y in construing their lessons, and comparing . their 
3S as the time of purgatory grew nearer. Two or 
« seemed to be looked upon as -a sort of oracles whom 
frail assailed with different interrogations. I was almost 
pted to ask a question of one of the nearest of them, 
5n the clock struck, and they all hurried away at the 
le instant to different entrances, and, in less than five 
lUtes, the area was cleared, and the cloisters were 
Qt» There are some associations connected with the 
It of a school, particularly a large one, which always 
ttg me back to the time of my boyhood, and recall 
my recollection so strongly what I did, and what I 
night, in former days, that I fancied myself, in this 
tance, nearly thirty years younger, and seemed almost 
Qsported again to the rule of my ancient Orbilius, I 
iBt confess that my situation at that time, both in point 
happiness and liberty, was very different from that of 
Etonian; The walls were my iJoundaries; and merely 

Cthem, without any consequent misdemeanour, was 
-id among the heaviest of those crimes to vrhicK t.\\^ 
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wisdom of the legislative founder had allotted punish- 
ments. This place of my education I always considered 
as a better sort of prison, and left it with all the joy that a 
prisoner would feel on obtaining his Habeas Corpus^ ex- 
cept on stated occasions, when, preceded by our n^asta*, 
we walked in due order and regularity up a high green 
hill at a short distance off, famous for its having be^i f(Nr» 
merly the station of a Roman camp. Well do I recollect 
how often I unwillingly encounters the cold frosty air (rf 
a winter morning on tl^is bleak and desolate spot ; how 
often, under a sweltering summer sun, I laboured and 
toiled up the entrenchments, with which the caution of 
our ancient enemies had fortified the natural steepsess. 
However, such an excursion as this was some rehef ; and 
I generally contemplated with increased horror, on my 
return, the grim bars, the narrow courts, and the closing 

gates, of School. The very servants partook rf 

the character of the place, and were the most unacoom- 
modating, surly, old beings that can pos^bly be ima- 
^ned. In fact, I led a sort of mechanical ^xistcsdoe, 
being compelled to take exercise, as it were l^ a physU 
cian^s prescription, to enable me to perform what was re- 
quired frc^n my mental faculties. Any brought up as I 
have described myself, agreeably to the most rigid max- 
ims of scholastic disciplme, will have many scruples to 
overcome, many old prejudices to vanquish, before they 
can bring themselves to allow, that the superior hb«ty, 
which Eton grants to her cluldren, can be ccmipatible 
with the necessary studies of such an instituticm. What 
indignation woula have ruffled the angry wrinkled visage 
of my ancient pedagogue, had any of the wretched vic- 
tims committed to his care ventured to inform him, that 
there is a place where boys comparatively do as they 
will, — where they are tacitly allowed to c(»nmit the un- 
heard-of sin of passing their bounds, — and where, in 
fact, the measure of their labours is in a great degree 
under the control of their own discretion. When, how- 
ever, we see in good earnest the first characters in the 
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Bar, the Senate, and the Church, boasting Eton as their 
:x>minon parent, — when we review the illustrious names 
in former times, whose glory she considers as her own, it 
really becomes time to account for the effects of this 
magical education. I myself cannot. pretend to any ac» 
curate investigation ; but, merely as a speculative and 
casual observer, I should ascribe its influence to that 
hatred of immoderate restriction which generous talents 
naturally entertain, and the elevation and expansion 
which they feel on being principally left to their sponta- 
neous exertions, and experienciiig gentle direction rather 
.than positive and harsh controL The spirit of encou- 
ragement and emulation cherished by this system is more . 
likely, than any fear of punishment, to stimulate a young 
and ardent mind to extraordinary efforts. Where much 
is required, to do that well is, of course, considered suffi- 
cient; but where comparatively httle is required, and 
much, on the contrary, expected, true abilities will per- 
ceive their own strength, and will labour to obtain praise, 
which is the more valuable as it is ^ven to labours and 
acquirements in a great measure voluntary. I have heard 
from very good authority, that few leave Eton without 
feeling r^ sorrow at their departure. It is the fashion, 
too, at that versifying establishment to compose a poeti- 
cal farewell, to testify at once their grief ana their grati- 
tude. Some of these I have seen ; and nature seems 
really to have a considerable share in their composition. 
It is lucky for ,me that this custom did not exist at the* 
school of which I was an unwilling member ; or I am 
afraid that my Vale, as they call it, would have been 
highly indecorous, since the overflovring joy of my heart 
would have effectually negatived all expressions of woe. 
By the by, this brings me to myself again, and reminds 
^ me that my reverie on paper has been much too long and 
too reasoning already. I shall therefore leave every one 
to form his own conjecture and opinion, and only wish 
for myself, that I could glory in the name of — " an 
Etonian.'' K. S. 
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TO 



Ik many a strain of grief and joy, 

My youthful spirit sung to thee ; 
6ut I am now no more a boy, 

And there's a gulph 'twixt thee and me. 
Time on my brow has set his seal — 

I start to find myself a man, 
And know that I no more shall feel 

As only boyhood's spirit can. 
And now I bid a long adieu 

To thoughts that held my heart in tlirall, 
To cherish'd dreams of brightest hue, 

And thee —the brightest dream of all. 
My footsteps rove not where they rov*d. 

My home is chang'd, and, one by one, 
The " old, familiar" forms I lov'd 

Are faded from my path — and gone, 
1 launch into life's stormy main, 

And 'tis with tears — but not of sorrow. 
That, pouring thus my parting strain, 

I bid thee, as a Bride, good-morrow. 
Full well thou know'st I envy not 

The heart it is thy choice to share ; 
My soul dwells on thee, as a thought 

With which no earthly wishes are. 
I love thee as I love the star. 

The gentle star that smiles at Even, 
That melts into my heart from far, 

And leads my wandering thoughts to Heaven. 
'Twould break my soul's divinest dream 

With meaner love to mingle thee ; 
'Twould dim the most unearthly beam 

Thy form sheds o'er my memory. 
It is my joy, it is my pride 

To picture thee in bliss divine ; 
A happy and an honour'd bride, 

Blest by a fonder love than mine. 
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Be thou to one a holy spell, 

A bliss by day — a dream by night, — 
A thought on which his soul shall dwell, — 

A cheering and a guiding light. 
His be thy heart, — but while no other 
' Disturbs his image at its core-, 
Still think of me as of a brother, 

I 'd not be lov'd, nor love thee, more. 
For thee each feeling of my breast 

So holy — so serene shall be, 
That when thy heart to his is prest, 

'Twill be no crime to think of me. 
I shall not wander forth at night, 

To breatlie thy name — as lovers would; 
Thy form, in visions of delight, 

Not oft shall break my solitude. 
But when my bosom-friends are near. 

And happy faces round me press, 
The goblet to my lips I '11 rear. 

And drain it to thy happiness. 
And when, at morn or midnight hour, 

I commune with my God, alone, 
Before the throne of Peace and Power 

I *11 blend thy welfare with my own. 
And if, with pure and fervent sighs, 

» I bend before some lov'd one*s shrine, 
When gazing on her gentle eyes, 

I shall not blush to think of thine* 
Thou, when thou meet'st thy love's caress, 

And when thy children climb thy knee. 
In thy calm hour 9f happiness, 

Then sometimes — sometimes think of me. 
In pain or health — in grief or mirth. 

Oh, may it to my prayer be given 
That we may sometimes meet on earth. 

And meet, to part no more, in Heaven. 



M. 



^t. 18, 1820. 
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ON YOUTHFUL FRIENDSHIP. 

** Haec olim meminisse juvabit."— Virg. 

From the little world, for whose amusement we col- 
lect the productions of our leisure ipoments, and for 
whose advantage we offer the results of our more con- 
templative hours, the consideration of subjects which 
most affect its habits, and are nearest aUied to its mte- 
rests, is, we conceive, best calculated to attract attention 
and engage respect. And since, in this design, we em- 
brace the good of our whole communitv, we indulge a 
hope that no individual will consider his own pecmiiur 
circumstances overlooked in the general nature of our 
remarks ; or allege the insignificancy and unimportance 
of sinmilar and isolated error as an apology for his dis- 
regard, or an extenuation of his neglect.- To remove, 
however, the alarm which, as self-omstituted censors, 
we might possibly create among our fellow-citizens, we 
pledge ourselves to the strict observance of a rule al- 
ready proposed — the unreserved rejection of personal 
invective, and the total absence of satirical malignity. 
Still we openly profess little deUcacy or mercy towards 
vices and K>llies, as they successively gain the ascendent 
in our day ; and we hope that those who shall acknow- 
ledge the correspondence of our admonitions with their 
imperfections, will, in justice to their own candour,' and 
in obedience to their own conscience, encourage the ap- 
pUcation, and receive the impression of advice. With 
such austere subjects we propose to blend tomes of a 
more agreeable nature ; and occasionally to show the 
brighter and the fairer side of things, — to point out the 
advantages which assist us in the performance of the 
offices of life, — to direct to proper objects the noblest 
passions and most beneficial propensities of our nature, 
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*— to awaken the legitimate affections of the human 
heart, — and to soften the cares, the discontents and ani- 
mosities, which the envy of the world has engendered, 
and the emulation of society has increased. 

In our first introduction, to appear in the most fasci- 
nating character, and display to the best of our means^ 
and fi3)iHties our inclination and power to please, i^ a 
natural and laudable desire. We therefore propose ta 
consider the adranta^s of youthful friendship, and the 
manner by which the mtimacies of our early days may be 
cultivated for more lasting profit than the colder con-^ 
nexions of riper years. 

Youth, the season of unsuspecting openness and dis^ 
interested zeal, of buoyant hope and cheerful confidence^ 
presents to us the happiest mviision in the life of man.. 
Ainbition has, as yet, exercised but httle influence, and 
pride sustained but few disappointments. Temper is not 
yet embittered by unexpected frustration, nor is exertion 
checked by insuperable competition. Animated by the 
gay perspective of future prospects, youth ever casts off 
the consciousness of care ; and, in the contemplation of 
happiness, present or to come, delights to dwell upon 
the glittering scene of promise and expectation. Asso- 
ciated in the enjojnooient of these exhilarating ideas with 
others, sharing^ equally the gladness and the gk)ry of its 
hopes, it pursues with avidity the same path, which leads 
to the stations of distinction, and opens to future views 
of elevation and of honour. The struggle is that of 
sport, and like it concludes with satisfaction ; the wit- 
nesses of the contest, the partners in tibe success, and 
the least prosperous in the fcn-tune of the fray, unite to 
revivify dejected hope, and rekindle the spirit of emu« 
lation. The influence which this reciprocal communi- 
cation of sentiment, this continual contact of mental 
power and acquirement, possesses over our society, is 
unlimited : it binds the most distant in the closest unioR 
to one another, and first discovers to them the necessity 



60 THE ETOXIAiy, 

and the usefulness of mutual dependence. For withia 
this vaned scene of exertion and inactivity, there always 
will be those who press forward with impatience to toe 
different degrees of merit and reputation; while tlnre 
will be oth^s, who as eagerly decline the restraint of ap- 

!)lication and the sacrifice of abstraction ; who depend 
or present assistance and freedom from labour on the 
efforts of the studious, for whom, in after-days, they 
rationally hope to reserve due tributes of gratitude ana 
esteem, anxiously considering the success and famecrf 
their firiends as involved in the event of every action over 
^which their interest and inclination enjoy even a partial 
control ; since, in the perfect exercise of genuine friend- 
i^hip, no advantage can attend either party in which 
both do not equally partieipate ; for surely tiiey shall be 
strong in the strength, wealthy in the wealth, and now- 
erfiil in the influence, of each other; their frienoship 
shall change storms and tempests in the affections to a 
day of sunshine, and out of darkness and confusion of 
thoughts shall bring daylight on the understanding. 
But there are many connexions, less interested in ms 
vsommencement, which may prove more beneficial in the 
event ; for such as are founded on personal mredilection, 
or intellectual appreciation, are secured by affection, and 
confirmed hy respect. These have been known to sur- 
vive the sjNightliness and the prime of life, and remain 
constant even to ^^ the murmurs of peevishness and the 
dreams of dotage ;^ till, when those aged companions 
have shaken off their load of years, and gone to rest in 
the peacefulness of the tomb, the memory of their virtue 
is be<]^ueathed as a monitor to surviving friends, and a 
cheenng director to re-union in a happiar world. 

If there is felicity in cherishing tne social tendencies 
of the human heart, or if there is advantage in culti- 
vating the social relations of human life, how sincere and 
pure a pleasure we feel in perudng the simple dialogues 
of the Roman philosopher, which perpetuate the me- 
mory of the best and wisest men, who have filled the 
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world widi history and wonder — who have displayed, 
even in chains and in death, the power of attachment 
and the spell of affection, and left to posterity the sense 
of that sublime generosity and moral beauty, which is 
calculated to produce the most beneficial effects both on 
the state of general society, and the constitution of in- 
dividual sensibility. But these ancient pairs, as their 
conduct towards each other was influenced by esteem and 
love, so their actions in the world were governed by un- 
blemished integrity ; the course of their happy and ho« 
nourable days terminated, as they commenced, in the 
light of virtue. For to them what was more beautiful 
thaa virtue? It refined their intentions, and sublimed 
their thoughts ; it endued them vnth di^ufied notions of 
their relative situations, and spread a sanctity over that 
closest and gentlest of all endearments, the bosom friend/ 
It is a chastening task to review the steady friendships 
of such venerable characters ; but to calciuate on each 
impulse or caprice, which excite and regulate our age of 
^ithusiasm, would be the wildest among the absurdities 
of cold speculation. To measure the ardour, which 
hurries forward the execution of precipitate designs, and 
the declaration of incautious opinions, is to attempt im- 
possibihties, and struggle against the laws of reason. 
For the commencement has been appropriately termed 
the romance of life : its most unaccustomed scenes are 
succeeded by novelties more unexpected ; the transitions 
and the changes in its situations are rapid and brilliant ; 
admiration is attracted by the lustre of dazzling pos» 
session, and rapture elicited in the delist of luxurious 
gratification. But the splendor of the pageant serves 
only to disguise its own unsubstantial ana transitory na- 
ture, since the next stUge of existence reduces the as- 
faring and unequal thoughts of man to a level with the 
sober realities of common life. He now discovers the 
capriciousness of accidental intimacy ; the possibility of 
friendships being obhterated; the warmth of feeling 
frozen into courteous formality; and the unaffected 
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zealous eagerness of r^ard checked and bridled into 
managed condescension. He sees men looking abroad 
into the world with circumspect reserve and &Ubente 
caution, reposing confidence m no asastance and fidelity 
but their own — themselves the httle centres of their 
narrow systems, the sole objects of th^ solidtude and 
labour. Under such impressions, without great violence^ 
he may in some respects compare such a state of society 
to that of the ancient Barons, when ^^ every man^ house 
was his castle,^ and his sword the only means which die 
occasion and the law allowed him for defence. He may, 
indeed, think himself free from personal violence, at 
least possessed of sufiicient rememes for such abuses; 
but he will discover a painful reality, that he is scarcely 
free from insidious circumvention, and bardy protected 
from treacherous importunity ; he may be stung by the 
lifeless adder, which ne had unprudently warmed on his 
hearth ; he may be plundered by the houseless steward, 
to whose hancCs he had confided the advancement and 
preservation of his wealth. From this sickening view of 
worthlessness and corruption, he will look with transport 
to the days that are gone, when the advanced experience 
of life had not as yet disclosed the alloy which lurked 
beneath so brilliant, yet so slight a covering, so near the 
surface; the brightness of umich was so speedily tar- 
mshed, and the substance so easily worn away. He will 
find the consolation of this bitter season, in early recol- 
lections connected with former pleasures, unsulhed and 
without alloy ; far difierent from those transitory enjoy- 
ments, so happily compared to the crackling of burning 
thorns, the sound of which is just heard as it is silenced 
— ^the flame iust seen as it sinks into ashes. 

From sucn prospects we have Ventured to remove the 
veil which the thoughtlessness of boyhood spreads across 
the range of its vision. If their aspect is calculated to 
check impatience for that freedom from restraint, which 
presents its^with unreal attractions to the imagination; 
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leir description tends to recall the fancy from that ec- 
:ricity to which it had been propelled in search of 
sures without value, and objects without existence, to 
latural course, or determine the relative proportiqn 
lappiness and misery allotted to the young and to the 
— we shall rest satisfied vrith the picture we have 
wn ; and in the hope that it will attach the memory 
the affectjions of those for whom it is designed, to the 
les and associations of their early days, we are con- 
:.to resign it to their hands, without adding another 
)eUishment, which may endanger th^ reputation, or 
ken the impression of our labour. 

M.S. 



TO MARY. 



I Ve danc'd with Fanny fifty times, 
Tve laugh'd with Susan fifty more, 

I 've pros*d with Charlotte about rhymes, 
And Boileau, Milanie, Fodor. 

A younger came, with angel mien, 
A dovelike eye, and heart so free — 

Oh ! Mary, had I never se^n, 
Or seeing, never ceas*d to see ! 



EDITH. 



^ 



Edith ! o'er the waters blue 
E^e I • m gone, my love, adieu \ 
J!re from hence 1 fly away, 
Hear, oh, hear me, while I pray ! 
Oh ! whate'er may be my lot, 
Edith, love, forget me not ! 
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When you «ee this shady scene, 
Where together we have been ; 
When yon babbling brook you view, 
Which so oft we 've listened to ; 
When you "see my father's cot, 
Edith, love, forget me not I 

By the power thou hast to grieve me — 
By the thoughts that will not leave me- 
By the fear that will not fly — 
By the hope that cannot die — 
By this sacred parting spot — 
Edith, love, forget me not ! 

O'er the waters. when I ride. 
Thou shalt o'er my thoughts preside ; 
* In the battle's wild affray. 
Thou shalt hold thy wonted sway ; 
Then, whate'er may be my lot, 
Edith, love, forget me not ! 

Yet one — yet another kiss ! 
Then adieu to you and bliss ! 
Oh ! what anguish 'tis to part 
From the ruler of my heart ! 
Edith, sweet, forget me not — 
Thou canst never be forgot. 






.SJa 
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LAURA. 



** For she in shape and beauty did excel 
All other idols that the helathen do adore." 

*' And all about her altar scatter'd lay 
Great sorts of lovers piteously complaining."*— Spenser 

A LOOK as blithe, a step as light, 
As fabled nymph, or fairy sprite ; 
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A voice, whose every word and tone, * 

Might make a thousand hearts its own ; 

A brow of fervour, and a mien 

Bright with the hopes of gay fifteen ; 

These, lov'd and lost one!— ^these were thine, 

When first I bow'd at beauty's shrine. 

But I have torn my wavering soul 

From woman's proud and i^eak control ; 

The fane where I so often knelt, 

The fiame my heart so truly felt, 

Are visions of another time. 

Themes for my laughter, — and my rhyme. 

She saw and conquered ; in her eye 
There was a careless cruelty 
That shone destruction, while it seem'd 
Unconscious of the fire it beam'd. 
And oh ! that negligence of dress, 
That wild infantine playfulness, 
That archness of the trifling bro3V 
That could command — we knew not how — 
Were links of gold, that held me then. 
In bonds I may not bear again ; 
For dearer to an honest heart 
Is childhood's mirth than woman's art. 

Already many an aged dame, 
Skilful in scandalizing tisime, 
Foresaw the reign of Laura's face. 
Her sway, her folly, and disgrace. 
Minding the beauty of the day 
More than her partner, or her play : — 
" Laura a beauty ? — ^flippant chit ! 
I vow I hate her forward wit !" « -tf 

(" I lead a club") — ** why. Ma am, between us, ^ 
Her mother thinks her quite a Venus ; 
But every parent loves, you know. 
To make a pigeon of her crow." 
" Some folks are apt to look too high — 
She has a dukedom in her eye." 
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'* The girl U straight,'* (" we call the ace,*^ 

" But that 'b the merit of her stays." 

" I*m sure I loath malicious hints — 

But — only look, how Laura squints." 

" Yet Miss, forsooth,**— (« who play'd the tcft ?") 

" Is quite perfection with the men ; 

The flattering fools-«they make me sick,**^ 

(** Well — four hy honours, and the trick.") 

While thus the crones hold high debate. 
On Laura*s charms, and Laura's fate ; 
A few short years have rolVd along, 
And — first in pleasure's idle throng, 
Laura, in ripen*d beauty proud, 
Smiles haughty on the flattering crowd ; 
Her sex*s envy— fashion's boast, 
An heiress — and a reigning toast. 

The circling waltz and gay quadrille 
Are in, or out, at Laura's will ; 
The tragic bard, and comic wit, 
H!eed not the critic in the pit. 
If Laura's undisputed sway 
Ordains full houses to the play ; 
And fair ones, of a humbler fate. 
That envy, while they imitate, 
From Laura's whisper strive to guess 
The changes of inconstant dress. 
Where'er her step in beauty moves. 
Around her fly a thousand loves ; 
A thousand graces go before, 
While striplings wonder and adore : 
And some are wounded by a sigh, 
ij; Some by the lustre of her eye ; 

And these her studied smiles ensnare, 
And those the ringlets of her hair. 

The first his fluttering heart to los6, 
Was Captain Piercy, of the Blues; 
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He squeezed her hand — ^he gaz*d, and swore 

He never was in love before ; 

He entertained his charmer's ear, 

With tales of wonder and of fear ; 

Talk'd much, and long, of siege and fight, 

Marches by day, alarms by night ; 

And Laura listen'd to the story, 

Whether it spoke of love or glory ; 

For many an anecdote had he, 

Of combat, and of gallantry ; 

Of long blockades, and sharp attacks. 

Of bullets, and of bivouacks ; 

Of towns o*ercome — and ladies too— r 

Of billet— and of billei-doux ; 

Of nunneries, and escalades, 

And damsels — and Damascus blades. 

Alas ! too soon the Captain found 
How swiftly Fortune's wheel goes round ; 
Laura at last began to doce, 
£*en in the midst of Badajoz ; 
And hurried to ti game at loo, 
From Wellington and Waterloo. 
The hero, — in heroics left, — 
Of fortune — and a wife — bereft ; 
With nought to cheer his close of day. 
But celibacy — ^and half pay ; 
Since Laura— and his stars were cruel, 
Sought his quietus in a duel. 

He fought, and perish'd; Laura sigh'd. 
To hear how hapless Piercy died ; 
And wip'd her eyes, and thus express'd 
The feelings of her tender breast : — 
" What ? dead ! — poor fellow — what a pity I 
He was so handsome and so witty : 
Shot in a duel too— good gracious ! 
— How I did hate that inan*s mustachios ! P 
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Next came the interesting beau. 
The trifling youth — Frivolio ; 
He came to see — and to be seen, 
Grace and good breeding in his mien ; 
Shone all Delcroix upon his head, 
The West-end spoke in all he said ; 
•And in his neckcloth's studied fold, 
Sat Fashion, on a throne of gold. 
He came, impatient tp resign 
What heart he had, at Laura's shrine : 
Though deep in self-conceit encas'd. 
He learnt to bow to Laura's taste ; 
Consulted her on new quadrilles. 
Spot waistcoats, lavender, and gills ; 
As wiird the proud and fickle fair, 
H6 tied his cloth, and curVd his hair ; 
Varied his manners — or his clothes, 
And dhang'd his tailor — or his oaths. 

Oh ! how did Laura love to vex 
The fair one of the other sex ! 
f^or him she practised every art 
That captivates and plagues the heart. 
Did he bring tickets for the play? 
No — Laura had the spleen to-day. 
Did he escort her to the ball ? 
No — ^Laura would not dance at all. 
Did he look grave ? — " the fool was sad ;" 
Was he jocose ? — " the man was mad." 
E'en when he knelt before her feet, 
And there, in accent soft and sweet. 
Laid rank, and fortune, heart and hand, 
At Laura's absolute <;ommand, 
Instead of blushing her consent. 
She •* wonder'd what the blockhead meant." 

# 

Yet still the fashionable fool 
Was proud of Laura's ridicule ; 
Though still despised, he still pursued, 
In ostentatious servitude, 



LAURA. 69 

Seeming, like lady's lap-dog, vain 

Of being led by beauty's chain. 

He knelt, he gaz'd, Ue sigh'd, ajad $wore. 

While 'twas the fashion to adore ; 

When years had pass'd, and»Laura's frown 

Had ceas'd to terrify the town, 

He hurried from the fallen grace, 

To idolize a newer face: 

Constant to nothing was the ass. 

Save to his follies — and his glass. . 

The next to gain the beauty's ear 
Was William Lisle, the sonneteer, 
W^ell deem'd the prince of rhyme and b]an|c ; 
For long and deeply has he drank 
Of Helicon's poetic tide. 
Where nonsense flows, and numbers glide ; . 
And slumber'd on the herbage green, 
That deck^ the banks of Hippocrene. 
In short — his very footmqn know it- 
William is mad — or else a poet.* 

He came — and rhym'd-r-he talk'd of fountains, 
Of Pindus, and Pierian mountains ; 
Of wandering lambs, of gurgling rilU, 
And roses, and Castalian hills ; 
He thought a lover's vow grew sweeter. 
When it meander'd into. metre; 
And planted pvery speech with flowers. 
Fresh blooming from Aonian bowers. 

" Laura — I perish for your sake/'^ — 
(Here he digress'd, about a lake ;) 
" The charms thy features ali disclose," — 
(A simile about a rose ;) 
" Have set my very soul on fire," — 
(An episode about his lyre;) 
" Though you despise— I still must* love,."— 
(Something about^ turtle dove ;) 

• ** Aut insanit homo,^-aut versus fiEicit.**-t^HoR. 
<' All Bedlam— or Parnassus is let out.*'« — Pope. 



70 THE ETONIAK. 

*^ Alas ! in death's unstartled sleep/' — 

(Just here he did his hest to weep ;) 

" Laura, the willow soon shall wave, 

Over thy lover's lowly grave." 

Then he began, with pathos due^ 

To speak of cypress and of rue : 

But Fortune's unforeseen award 

Parted the beauty from the bard ; 

For Laura, in that evil hour 

When unpropitious stars had power, 

Unmindful of the thanks she owed. 

Lighted her taper with an ode. 

Poor William all his vows forgot, 

And hurried from the fatal spot. 

In all the bitterness of quarrel, 

To write lampoons — and dream of laurel. 

Years fleeted by, and every gra^ e 
Began to fade from Laura's face ; 
Througli every circle whispers ran. 
And aged dowagers began 
To gratify their secret spite : — 
" How shocking Laura looks to-night ! 
We know her waiting -maid is clever, 
But rouge won't make one young for ever ; 
Laura should think of being sage, 
You know — she 'a of a certain age." 

Her wonted wit began to fail, 
Her eye grew dim, her features pale ; 
Her fame was past, — ^her race was done, 
Her lovers left her one by one ; 
Her slaves diminish'd by degrees. 
They ceas'd to fawn — as she to please. 
Last of the gay deoeitful crew, 
Chremes, the usurer, withdrew ; 
By many an art he strove to net 
The guineas of the rich coquette : 
But (so the adverse fates decreed), 
Cbremes and Laura disagreed ; 
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For Chremes talked too much of stocks, 
And Laura of her opera box. 

Unhappy Laura ! sadness marr*d 
What tints of beauty time had spared ; 
For all her wide extended sway 
Had faded^ like a dream, away ; 
And they that lov*d her pass'd her by, 
With alter'd or averted eye. 
That silent scorn, that chilling air 
The fallen tyrant could not bear ; 
She could not live, when none admir'd, 
And perish'd, as her reign expired. 

I gaz*d upon that lifeless form. 
So late with Hope and Fancy warm ; 
That pallid brow — that eye of jet. 
Where lustre seem'd to linger yet ; 
Where sparkled through an auburn tress 
The last dim light of loveliness. 
Whose trembling ray was only seen, ' 
To bid us sigh wr what had been. 
Alas ! I said, my wavering soul 
Was torn from woman's weak control ; 
But when, amid the evening's gloom, 
I look'd on Laura's early tomb ; 
And thought on her, so bright and fair, 
That slumber'd in oblivion there ; 
That calm resolve I could not keep, 
And then I wept, — as now I weep. 



SONNETS. 



WRITTEN ON THB LAST LEAF OF SHAKSPEARE. 

So now the charmed /book is ended, Mary! 

The wand is broken, and the spell is o'er ; 
And thou hast mused or smiled o'er witch and faery. 

Till Fancy's imps familiar semblance wove. 
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What though thy tongue's sweet song be distant far? 
By that soft bosom, and that gentle eye, 
I knew thee genuine child of poesy, 
When erst thou told'st me of that twin-born star, 
Divinest Spenser ! When did either seem 
(As they to thee) two boats upon one stream, 
Wafting the rapt soul to some region fair, 
If meek-eyed Genius were not hov'ring there? 
Never! therefore, thrice-happy Maiden, wander on, 
Again the wand is whole, the spell is not yet gone! 

FROM HARTLAND POINT. 

Gales of th' Atlantic ! blithely are ye blowing ! 
What news bring ye from o'er the Ocean waste? 

Tides of th' Atlantic! fiercely are ye flowing! 
Mysterious agents ! whither do ye haste ? 

Answer ! for' here I stand, as once of yore* 
That glorious demigod, Alcmena's son, 
FoiVd all his foes, and all his labours done, 

Companionless, and listened to the roar 

Of waves that seem'd to live, and gaz*d intent 
Where the red Sun down in the west was setting, 
And saw the vision, whose bright shape besetting 

The dreams of the Liguriant him first sent 

Over the dim horizon ! Matchless race ! 

To seek the Great Light in his hiding place. 

PUNSTER £ftRMITA6£. 

Here were a bower for Love ! This balmy grot . 

Cresting the mountain summit, whiles around 
The thick oaks shut the world from this sweet spot, 

The great sea rolls beyond with ceaseless sound ! 
On such an eve as this, O Mary, be 

In such a place as this, and 1 will tell 

My love with holier warmth, touch'd by the spell 
Intense of heaven, of air, of earth, and sea. 

* Herculiis Proinontoiium.— Camden. f Ck>lumbits. 
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Then should our love be glowing as yon sky, 
Pure as the crescent in the dim twilight, 
Eternal as the ocean in his might, 

And we the Lovers joyously on high 

Sitting above the world. But distant far 

Art thou, and lonely, like the evening star. 

BARLE-EDOE ABBEY. 

And Time has spared no more! Those ruins gray 
Left the sole vouchers for the house of prayer, 

To tell the pensive truant from his way 
That voice of rapture once was breathing there ! 

Strange! for the mountain rears its head as high, 
The river ttiurmurs in its course as clear ; — ' 
£*en yet methinks a spirit lingers here ; 

And each lone fragment, as I wander by, 

Speaks of a fall'n Religion. Awful thoughjt ! 
To those who know how frail all earthly,power, 
When the dread summons of our latest hour 

Calls us away— to be as we have fought' 

The fight of faith ! But hark ! the night-wind sings ! 

Farewell I still record of forgotten things* 



ON THE PRACTICAL BATHOS. 

*• To sink the deeper — rose the higher.** — Pope. 

Although many learned scholars have laboured with 
uch diligence in the illustration of the Bathos in poetry, 
3 do not remember to have seen any essay calculated to 
int out the beauties and advantages of this figure when 
plied to actual life. Surely there is no one who will 
t allow that the want of such an essay is a desideratum 
lich ought, as soon as possible, to be supplied. Con- 
ous as we are that our feeble powers are not properly 
alified to fill up this Vacuum m scholastic literature ; 

VOL. I. E 
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yet, since the learned commentators of the present day 
have their hands full either of Greek or politics, we, an 
unlearned, but we .trust a harmless body of quacks, will 
endeavour to supply the place of those who kill by rule, 
and will accordingly offer, for the advantage of our fel- 
low-citizens, a few brief remarks on the Practical Bathos. 
We will first lay it down as a principle, that the 
air^atrSoxijrop, as well in life as in poetry, is a figure, 
the beauties of whidi are innumerable and inomtrovert- 
ible. For the benefit of my fair readers (for Phoebus 
and Bentley forbid that an Etonian should here need a 
Lexicon) I will state that the figure difp^iixKjfrw is 
" that which pipduoeth things unexpected.*" Take a 
few examples. In poetry there is a notable instance of this 
figure in the OBdipus Tyrannus of Sophocles, where the 
messenger who discloses to (Edipus nis mistake in sup- 
posing Polybus to be his father, believing that the intel- 
ligence he brings is of the most agreeable nature, plants 
a dagger in the heart of his hearer by every word he 
utters. But Sophocles, although he must be acknow^ 
ledged a great master of the dramatic art, is infinitely 
surpassed in the use of this figure by our good friena 
Mr. Parley of Covent-Garden. When we sit in mute 
astonishment to survey the various pictures which he cas^ 
jures up, as it were by the wand of a sorcerer, in a 
moment ; — when columns and coal-holes, palaces and pig- 
sties, summer and winter, succeed each other with sudi 
perpetually diversified images ; we are continually ex- 
claiming " Mr. Parley, what next d"^ Every minute pre- 
sents us with a new and more perfect specimen of this 
figure. Par be it from us to speak disrespectfully of 
Sophocles, for whom, as in duty bound, we entertain a 
most sincere veneration; but he certainly must rank 
beneath Mr. Farley as a manager of the iirptxrioxrirw. 
One of the most striking examples in the present day 
wh: cli we can recommena to those who wish to apply this 
figure to the purposes of actual life, is, (may we say it 
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vtthout being accused of a political allusion^) h^ 
Majesty Queen Caroline. That illustrious personage in 
me beautiful passa^ (we mean her passage from Calais 
o Dover) has certainly proved herself a perfect mistress 
>f the awfcriiiK^TOiu 

Of this figure the Bathos must be considered a most 
elegant species. Again, for the benefit oi our fair read- 
ars, we will observe, that the usual signification of the 
Bathos is — ^the Art of Sinking in Poetry ; but what we 
ikere propose to discuss is " the Art of Sinking in Life;" 
— ^an art of which it may be truly said, that those who 
practise it skilfully only stoop to coiK][uer. 

It must, be evident to every person who is at all con^ 
versant with the motives and origin of human opinions, 
that man is accustomed to regard with a feehi^ of ani- 
mosity those who are pre-eminent in any science or 
virtue, — 

*' Urit enin fHlgore suo qui pnegravat aries 
Infra se posHas?' 

But this invidious and hostile feeling vanishes at* once, 
when we behold the object of it sinking suddenly from 
the dazzling sphere he originally occupied, and reducing 
himsdf to a level with ofdinary mortals^ The divine 
and incomparable Clarissa wouM never have been con- 
adered divine and inccnnparable, had she never been be- 
trayed into SLjaux pas; and I question whether Bona- 
parte was ever looked upon with so favourable an eye as 
when he afforded a specimen of the Bathos, in his descent 
fipom '* the Emperor of France^ to " the Captive of 
St Helena;^ 

But the strongest argument that can be used in re- 
commendation of this science is, that we are by nature 
Kerself compelled to make use of it. Whatever) riches 
we may amass, whatever age we may attain, whatever 
luHiours we may enjoy, we are continually looking for^ 
ward to one certain and universal Bathos, " Death. 
From learning, from wealth, from power, our descent 

£2 
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swift and inevitable. We look upon the graves of our 
kindred, and say with Hanilet, — " to this must we come 
at last.*" 

This doctrine is so beautifully illustrated by a pas- 
sage in Holy Writ, that we cannot refrain from laying it 
before our readers : — 

*' Alexander, son of Philip the Macedonian, mad(^ many wars, and 
won many strong holds, and slew the kings of the earth. And he ga- 
thei'ed a mighty strong host, and ruled over countries and nations and 
kmgs, who became tributaries to him. And after these things he fell 
sick, — and perceived that he should — die,** * 

A more beautiful instance of this- figure cannot be 
imaging. It needs no comment. But we fear we are 
growing too serious, and shall therefore pursue this 
branch of our dissertation no further. 

We hope our readers are by this time thoroughly con- 
vinced of the beauty and utility of this figure ; we will 
proceed to exhort them most earnestly to apply them- 
selves immediately to the study of " the Art of Sinking 
inLife.^ 

The art may be divided into a great number of spcr 
cies ; but all, we believe, may be comprehended under 
two heads, — the Bathos Gradual^ and the Bathos Pre-^ 
cipitate. We will offer a few concise remarks upon both, 
without pretending to decide between the various merits 
pf. each. Indeed, the opinion of the world appears pretty 
much divided between them ; as there are some bathers^, 
who stand for a time shivering on the brink, and at last 
totter into the stream with a tardy and reluctant step^ — 
while there are others who boldly plunge into the tide 
with a hasty and impetuous leap. 

The Bathos Gradual is principally practised by poets 
and by coquettes. Of its use by the former we have 
frequent examples in our own day. A gentleman pub- 



* Maccabees, chaj/ter 1. 
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ishes a book: it is bought, read, and admired. He 
lubliahes another, and his career of linking imme- 
liately commences. First he sinks into a book-maker ; 
lext he sinks into absurdity; next he sinks into medio-* 
Tity ; next he sinks into obhvion; and, as it is impossible 
•or him to sink much lower, he may tfien begin to think 
xf risins to a garret. 

The life of Chloe affords an admirable instance of the 
effect with which this species of the art may be exer- 
dsed by coquettes. At twenty-four, Chloe was a fashion- 
able beauty ; at twenty-six she began to paint ; at twenty.. 
raght she was — ^not what she had been ; and at thirty 
she was voted a maiden-lady ! Or, to use the slang of 
the loungers of the day : at twenty-four she was hang-up; 
at twenty-six she was a made-up thing ; at twenty-eight 
was done up ; and at thirty it was — ^afl up with her. 

The Bathos Precipitate is adaptea to the capa- 
cities of great generals, substantial merchants, dash- 
ing bloods, and young ladies who are in haste to be 
married.* For examples of it in the first we must refer 
you to Juvenal^s Tenth Satire, as this part of our sub- 
ject is hackneyed, and we despair of saying any thing 
new upon it. 

For examples of the Bathos Precipitate in trade, you 
must make mquiries among the Bulls and Bears on the 
Stock Exchange ; they can instruct you much better than 
ourselves by what method you may be a good man at 
twelve o^clock, and a bankrupt at one. 

* We might have added Stage Managers. Their genius for the Bathos 
Precipitate is frequently displayed in Notices of the following kind : — 

** Monday, January 7. 
** The New Drama^ entitled -, has been received with un- 
interrupted bursts of applause, and will be repeated every evening till 
farther notice." 

" Tuesday, January 8. 
" la obedience to the wishes of the Public, the New Drama, entitled — , 

i^i withdrawn.** 
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upon referring to our memoranda, we find some w- 
imitable examples of this sqpecies of the Bathos among 
the two latter classes of its practitioners. Some of these 
we will extract for the amusement of our readers : — 

Sir Edmund Gulley. — Became possessed of a handsome property by the 
death of his uncle, February 7, 1818. — Sat down to Rouge et Noify 
February 14, 1818, 12 o'clock p. M.-^hot himself through the bead, 
February 15, 1818, 2 o'clock A. m. 

Lord F. Maple.— Acquired great eclat in an affair of honattr, March 2, 

1818. — Horsewhipped for a scoundrel at the Second Newmarket 

■ Meeting, 1818. , ' 

Mr. G. Bungay — September, 1819. Four in hand;— blood horses-— shag 
coat — pearl buttons. October 1819, Plsdn cfaidse and pair. 

Miss Lydia Dormer, May, 1820. — Great beauty — ^manifold accomplish- 
ments — ;^4000 a-year. June, 1820 — Chere amie of Sir J. Falkland. 

The Hon. Miss Amelia Tempest. — (From a daily paper of July 1820.] — 
'' Marriage in high Ufo. — ^The beautiful Miss Amelia Tempest will 
shortly be led to the hymeneal altar by the Marquis of Looney." 

(From the same paper of August 1820.): — " Elopement in high life. — 
Last week the Hon. Miss Am-l-a T-mp-st eloped with her father^ 
footman." 

Reader, — When we inform you that we ourselves had 
long entertained a sneaking kindness for the amiable 
Amelia^ you will imagine to yourself the emotion witk 
which we read the above paragraph. We jumped from 
the table in a paroxysm of indignation, and committed 
to the flames the obnoxious chronicler of our disappcnnt- 
ment ; but the next moment composed our feelings with 
a truly stoic firmness, and, with a steady hand, we 
wrote down the name of the Hon. Miss Amelia Tempest 
as an admirable proficient in the Bathos Precipitate. 
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While the lost eye in mournful glances falls 
O'er the sad relics of thy mouldering walls, ^ 
Still, Ephesus, thy ancient glories roll, 
In fancied visions, through the gazer's soul ; 
And round his heart the far-famed altars throng. 
That live in history*4si P&ge> or poet's song ; 
Where nations fiock'd in wondering aw6 to own 
The mighty fane — the Virgin Goddess' throne* 

Bright o*er the mind theicindling prospect glows, 
Where fresh to life the chaste Ionic rose ; 
Twice sixty columns rear'd the glorious pile, 
Twice sixty monarchs raised the lengthening file ; ^ 
These, rudely grand, in native greatness please, 
In varied sculpture's sofler graces, these ; 
Here the fleet steed, the warrior's madd'ning strife. 
Awake each struggling nerve to mimic life; 
The Goddess hreathes through all : still — still we trace 
The lofty dome, the massy portal's base ; 
Still the bright gold and blazing diamond shines 
'Mid boundless ailes, and flower-encircled shrines. 
High in the midst appear'd the heavenly form, 
Breathing in lifelessness, in coldness warm, — 
Warm, ks of yore she smiled in conscious pride. 
On Cynthus' brow, or swift Eurotas' tide ; 
Fair, as 'mid heaven's almighty powers above, 
She stood confest, the progeny of Jove. 

Accurst^phesian ! * when thine impious hand 
Seized the red torch, and hurl'd the fiery brand,. 
Destruction hurried from her midnight hell, 
Smiled o'er the ruin, and thy country fell. 

* £rato»tratus 
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'T was then afar the fated clime gave birth 
To Philip's son, the mighty lord of earth ;* 
Round him, avenger of his country's wrongs, 
Fair Grecians boast^ the conquering phalanx throngs; 
The guardian powers desert the tottering prey, 
And Asia bows beneath the avenger's sway. 

'Reft of thy pride — spoil'd by the victor's sword, 
See thy lost joy, deserted Queen, restored. 
E'en now thy sons behold, with wondering eyes^ 
The gorgeous pile in brighter glories rise ; 
Again the Goddess views her glittering fane, 
The Paean rings,* the victim bleeds again ; 
Fly swifl, ye hours ! and haste, ye fateful years I 
'T is done — the messenger of Heaven appears ! 
'T is he,t whose heart his mild Redeemer warms, 
'Mid Treachery's rage, and Superstition's storms ; 
Where erring myriads raised th* unhallow'd rite. 
Gleam's the pure ray of Heaven's auspicious light ; 
And on those stones the godless Pagan trod. 
The sainted Christian stands, and spreads the word of God. 



GENIUS, 



What is Genius ? 't is a flame 
Kindling all the human frame ; — 
'T-is the ray that.lights the eye, 
Soft in love — in battle high ; — 
T is the lightning of the mind» 
Unsubdued and undefin'd ; — 
'T is the flood that pours along 
The full clear melody of song ; — 



* The Temple of Diana was destroyed by fire, on the same night |n 
which Alexander the Great was bom. 

t St. Paul. 
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'T is the sacred boon of Heaven, 
To its choicest favourites given ; — 
They who feel can paint it well, 
What is Genius ? * tell. 



NICKNAMES. 

•* Lusco qui po^sit dicere * lusce/ '* 

The invention and appropriation of Nicknames are 
studies which, from want of proper cultivation, have of 
late years very niuch decayea. Since these arts contri- 
bute so much to the well-being and satisfaction of our 
Etonian witlings — since the youngiej" part of our commu- 
nity could hardly exist if they were denied the pleasure 
3f affixing a ludicrous addition to the names of their se- 
niors, — we hope that the consideration of this art in all 
its branches and bearings, will be to many an amusing) 
and to some an improving, disquisition. 

The different species of nicknames ttiay be divided and 
subdivided into an endless variety. There is the nick- 
name direct, the nickname obhque, the nickname xar 
Ifop^^, the nickname xar ivrl^pwriv^ and a multitude 
of others, which it is unnecessary here to particularize. 
We shall attempt a few remarks upon these four prin- 
cipal classes. 

The nickname direct^ as might be expected, is by far 
more ancient than any other we nave enumerated. Much 
has been argued upon the elegance or inelegance of Hc- 



♦ It is proper to state, that these lines have appeared surreptitiously a 
few weeks back in the " Morning Chronicle" in which the blank in the 
last line was filled up with the name of Lord ** Byron." We deem it 
right to mention this, because th&~ name which originally occupied the 
space was that of a schoolfellow, whom we are happy to reckon among 
the BUinber of our contributors. — ^P. C. 

« 

£ 5 
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mer's perpetually-repeated epithets ; for our part we im^ 
gine Homer thought very little upon the elegance or in- 
elegance of the expressions to which we allude, since we 
cannot but regard his Soiyio$ MmXoio$ — vroSotg wxvs A;^iV 
X^S iva^ tivipoov AyafMfivwv, and other passages of the same 
kind, not even excepting the thundering cognomen 
which is tacked-on to his Jupiter, ZAs wtJ/t/3pffteTijf, as so 
many ancient and therefore inimitable specimens of the 
nickname direct. This class is with propriety divided 
into two smaller descriptions ; the mckname personal, 
and the nickname descriptive. The first of these is de- 
rived from some bodily defect in its object ; the latter 
from some excellence or infirmity of the mind. 

The Nicknames which wa-e applied to our early Bri- 
tish kings generally fell under one of these denominations. 
William Rufus and Edward Longshanks are examples 
of the first, while Henry Beauclerc and Richard Cceur 
de Lim t^rd us instances of the second. — We cannot 
depart nroin fias part of our subject without adverting to 
the extreme liberty which the French have been accus- 
tomed to take with the names of their kings. With that 
volatile nation, " the Cruel,'' " the Bald,'' and " the 
Fat," seem as constantly the insignia of royalty, as the 
sceptre and the crown. We must confess, that, were it 
not for the venerable antiquity of the species, we should 
be glad to see the nickname personal totally disconti- 
nued, as in our opinion the most able proficient in thi§ 
branch of the science evinces a great portion of ill-nature, 
^id very little ingenuity. 

The merit of the Nickname oblique consists principally 
in its- incomprehensibility. It is frequently derived, like 
the former, from some real or imaginary personal defect.; 
but the allusion is generally so twisted and distorted in 
its formation, that even the object to whom it is applied 
is uuable to trace its origin, or to be offended by its use. 
The discovery of the actual fountain from whence so 
many ingenious windings and intricacies proceed, is 
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really a puzzling study for one who wishes to make hhn- 
self, acquainted with the elementary principles of things. 
In short, the nickname oblique resembles tne great river, 
the Nile : its pieandefs are equally extensive ; its source 
is equally concealed. We have a specimen of this spe- 
des in the appellation of our worthy Secretary. Mr. 
Golightly maoe a pleasant, though a sufficiently obvi- 
ous nit, when he addressed Mr. Richard Hodgson by 
the famihar abbreviation of Pam. We should recom- 
mend to the professors of the nickname oblique^ two 
mateiial, though much neglected, requisites-^simplicity 
and perspicuity; for, in spite of the long and atten^ 
tive study which we have devoted to this brandi of the 
art, we ourselves have been frequently puzzled by un*. 
authorized corruptions both of sound and sense, and lost 
amidst the circuitous labyrinth of a far«^fetched prseno- 
men. We were much embarrassed by hearing our good 
friend, Mr. Peter Snaggs, addressea by tl^e style of 
^^ Fried Soles^ until we remembered that his gran<uather 
had figured as a violent Methodist declaimer in the me- 
tropohs : nor could we conceive by what means our old 
associate, Mr. Matthew Dunstan, had obtained his 
dassical title of Forceps^ until we recollected the mira- 
culous attack made by the tongs of, his prototype upon 
the nasal orifices of his Satanic antagonist. 

The third species is derived from an implied excel- 
lence in any one specified study. It is known by the 
sign " Ther Thus, The Whistler, in Tales of My 
Landlord, is so called from his having excelled all others 
in the pohshed and fashionable art of whistling. When 
we call Mr. Ouzel " the blockhead," we are far from 
asserting that he is the only blockhead among our well- 
beloved companions, but merely that he holds that title 
fiom undisputed superlative merit ; and, when we die- 
tinguidh Sampson Noll by the honourable designation of 
" iTie 'Soee^'^ we mean not to allege that Mr. >^oll is the 
only person who challenges admiration, frcm the cxtra> 
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ordinary dimen^ons of that feature, but simply, that 
S^mpson^s nose exceeds, by several degrees of longitude^ 
the noses of his less distinguished competitors. 

We know not, however, whether the.^cies which 
^e are discussing is not rather to be considered a ramifi- 
nation of the first, than a separate class in itself ; for it 
^mavoidably happens that the two kinds are frequently 
confused, and that we know not under which head to 
^urange a name which is of an ambiguous nature, and 
may be referred with equal propriety to either definiticm. 

The fourth and last kind i^ promiscuously derived 
from sources similar to those of the three preceding ; but 
in its formation it entirely reverses their provisions. -We 
all know that a grove was called by the Latins " lucus;^ 
—a tion lucendo^ — that the Praeses of the Lower House of 
Parliament is called by us, '' Speaker,^ because he is not 
allowed to speak. Such is the system of the nickname 
which is at present under consideration ; it is applied to 
its object, not from the qualities which he possesses, but 
from those which he does not; not from the action^ 
which he has performed, but from ihose which he hai 
not : in short contrariety is its distinguishing character, 
and -absurdity its principal merit.— Antiquity will supj 
ply us with several admirable specimens. Ptolemy mur- 
dered his brother, and was called " Philadelphus.*" The 
Furies, to say the best of them, were spiteful old maids, 
and they were nicknamed " The Benevolent." In our 
times it is certainly 4n more general use than any other 
class ; nor is this to be wondered at, when we consider 
the extraordinary neatness of irony which is with great 
facihty couched under it. It has been well observed by 
some French author, whase name has escaped our me- 
mory, that if you call Vice by her own name, she laughs 
at you ; but if you address her by the name of -Virtue, 
she blushes. To give a plainer illustration, — if you say 
to -Ouzel— Blockhead, it is an unregarded truth; if you 
cry out to him. Genius, it is a biting sarcasm. Nothings 
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deed, can be imaged more malignantly severe than 
lis weapon of irony, exercised with skill, and pointed 
ith malevolence ; no satire is more easy to the assailant, 
id more painful to the assailed, than that which gives 
> defonmty the praise of beauty, and designates ab- 
irdity by the title of Absolute Wisdom. 

We lately had the honour of reckoning among our 
earest and dearest friends Dr. Simon CoHey, a gentle- 
lan who was as estimable for the excellent quahties of 
lis miind, as he was ridiculous from the whimsical pro- 
lortions of his body. Must we give a description of our 
auch-lamented friend? If the reader will collect to* 
^ther the various personal defects of all his acqusdntance, 
—if he will add the lameness of one to the diminutive 
stature of another, — if he will unite the cast of the eye 
vhich designates a third, to the departure from the rec- 
;ilineal line which beautifies the back of a fourth, he will 
iien have some faint idea of the bodily perfections of 
Dr. Simon CoUey. The Doctor was perfectly conscious 
>f his pecuUarities, and was frequenuy in the habit of 
choosing his corporal appearance as the theme of a hearty 
laugh, or the subject of jocular lamentation; yet the 
sound sense and cultivated philosophy of our respected 
Friend was not proof against the unexpected vociferation 
j{ a well-applied nickname ; and although his favourite 
tc^ic of conversation was the personal resemblance he 
bore to the renowned jEsop^ he flew into the most violent 
paroxysms of rage when he was [)ointed at by some little 
impertinents, as the Apollo Belvidere. 

But this sort of nickname is not used merely as the 
instrument of wit, or the weapon of ill-nature; it a&* 
nimes occasionally a more serious^ g^i'b, and becomes the 
language of flattery, or the adulation of hypocrisy. In 
this form it is of great service in dedicatory epistles, and 
professions of love. When Vapid entreats Lord — -, — ; 
to prefix his name to a list of suoscribers, he whines out 
the praises of his " Maecenas,"" with all the mournful 
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earnestness with which a criminal exalts the clemency 
of his judge ; but the manner in which he chuckles at 
the munificence of his patron over a beef-^teak at, the 
Crown and Cushion, proves very evidently that Vapid is a 
h3rpocrite, and that '' Msecenad^ is a nickname. And 
when Miss Fimpkinson, a maiden lady with 40,000/., 
smiles upon the adoration of Sir Horace Conway, a fash- 
ionable without a farthing, she Uttle dreams that " Ve- 
nus," which is her title in the boudoir, is only her nick- 
name at the club. 

Having now presented our friends with a Cursory 
sketch of these foUr principal classes, we shall $um up 
the whole by offering to the reader a specimen in whioi 
we lately heard the four kinds admirably blended to- 
gether. " Toup,'' cried " All the Talents," tell ' Swab' 
that I have a thrashing in store for * The Poet.' ^ 
" Toup" is the nickname oblique, borne by its possessor 
in consequence of some supposed relation between the 
^ longitude of his physiognomy and the Longimis* of tiie 
erudite Toupius. " Swab" is the nickname direct, wp- 
pUed to a rotund ^ntleman. " The Poet," is xetr* 
H^X^y 5 " ^^ poet," because he is supereminently poe- 
tical : and " All the Talents" is xar' avTifJpoffiv* " All 
the Talents," because he is the veriest blockhead upoii 
the face of our Etonian hemisphere. 

It will be needless to enumerate the many miniNr 
classes of this important subject ; it will be needless to 
dweU upon the nickname classical, the nickname c/ertco/,^ 
the nickname military, and the nickname bargee: as we 
beUeve that no specimen of these is to be found which 
may not be ranked under one of the preceding descrip 
tions. There is, however, one great and extensive spe« 
cies remaining, to which we shall here give only a brief 
notice, as we may possibly, at some future periodf, devote 
a leading article to its consideration, — we mean the nick- 
name general. This last-mentioned class claims our at- 
tention, from the comprehensive range of its operatiMi. 
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It is not applied to the mental foibles or personal defects 
of a single object ; it does not attack the failings of a so- 
litary individual ; it wastes not the lash of censure on an 
isolated instance of absurdity, — but it inflicts a wound 
upon thousands in a moment, and stamps the mark of 
ridicule upon numberless victims. The Quizzes, the 
Prigs, the Marines, the Chaises, are, amongst our alumni, 
weltknown examples of the nickname general. 

But we have too long lost sight of the main object of 
our presient lucubration, which was, the recommendation 
of this art to our fellow-citizens, as a commendable, 
though much-n^lected ' study. When we ^y much- 
neglected, we mean not that nicknames have ceased to 
be the rage, and are falling into disuse (for certainly 
there never was ah age in which they spread more luxu- 
riantly) ; but we allude to the lamentable decay of ima- 
fination and ingenuity in their formation. If we look 
ack to ancient times, we shall And, that, in those days, 
nicknames were derived from the same sources as in the 
present age ; they had their origin from natural defect?, 
ftx)m personal deformities; yet how amazingly do the 
cognondna of antiquity exceed in elegance and taste the 
nicknames of more modem date. How wonderfully are 
the " Chicken,'" the " Shanks,'" the " Nosey;' of Etonian 
celebrity surpassed by the " Pullus,'" the " Scaurus,'" the 
" Cicero,'" of Roman literature. It is a disgrace upon 
the genius of our generation, that, at a time when other 
arts nave arrived at such a high perfection that our age 
may almost be considered the Augustan age of the 
world, the art of nicknames should have totally lost the 
classical polish for which it was in the olden time so 
eminently remarkable, until it has sunk into the vehicle 
of vulgar abuse, neither adorned by wit nor chastened 
by urbanity. 

These considerations have induced us to give our 
most serious attention to the advancement and improve- 
ment of the art. We are confident that our researches 
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in this line of literature have not been misapplied ; and 
our readers will surely agree with us, when they re- 
flect on the manifold utility of the study, when properly 
cultivated. There is so little variety in English christian 
names, that, where friends are in the habit of using them, 
great mistakes must naturally take place. A simame, as 
Charles Surface observes, " is too formal to be registered 
in Love's calendar."" A nickname avoids aUke the ambi- 
guity of one, and the stiffness of the other ; it unites all 
the tamiliarity of the first with all the utility of the second. 
Besides this, the nickname is a brief description of its 
object : it saves a million of questions, and an hour of 
explanation : it is in itself a species of biography. Ho- 
mer, wheirhe gives to his Juno the nickname of " BullV 
eyed,'' expresses in a word what a modem rhymer would 
dilate into a Canto. 

For the rescuing of nicknames from the obloquy into 
which they have fallen, we have collected a large assort- 
ment of them, which we are ready to dispose of to appli- 
cants at a very low price. We have in our stock appel- 
lations of every description,— ^the Classical, the Familiar, 
the Theatrical, the Absurd, the Complimentary, the 
Abusive, and the Composite. By an application at our 
pubhsher''s, new nicknames may be had at a momept's 
notice. — The wit and the blocMiead, the sap and the 
idler, shall be fitted with denominations which shall he 
aUke appropriate and flattering, so that they shall neither 
outrage propriety, nor offend self-conceit. The Dandy 
shall be suited with a name which shall bear no allusion 
to staysy and the Coquette with one which shall in no way 
reflect upon rou^e. In short, we have a collection of 
novelties adapted to both sexes, and proper for all ages. 
In one thing only is our stock deficient ; and that, we 
are confident, will be supplied previous to the appear- 
ance of our second Number. We have no doubt that 
some obligingly sarcastic associate will favour us with a 
new and an ingenious nickname for The Etonian. 



V 



(89) 



MY BROTHER'S GRAVE. 
(from the poetry op the college magazine.) 

Beneath the chancers hallow'd stone, 

Exposed to every rustic tread, 
To few, save rustic mourners, known, 

My brother, is thy lowly bed. 
Few words, upon the. rough. stone graven. 

Thy name — thy birth — thy youth declare — 
Thy innocence — thy hopes of Heaven— 

In simplest phrase recorded there. 
No *scutchebns shine, no banners wave, 
In mockery o'er my brother's grave. 

The place is silent — rarely sound 
Is heard those ancient walls around ; 
Nor mirthful voice of friends that meet 
Discoursing in the public street. 
Nor hum of business dull and loud, 
Nor murmur of the passing crowd. 
Nor soldier's drum, nor trumpet's swell, 
From neighb'ring fort or citadel ; 
No sound of human toil or strife 
To death's lone dwelling speaks of life, 
Nor breaks the silence still and deep 

Where thou, beneath thy burial stone, 
Art laid in that unstartled sleep 

The living eye hath never known. 
The lonely sexton's footstep falls 
In dismal echoes on the walls. 
As, slowly pacing through the aile, 

He sweeps th' unholy dust away^, 
And cobwebs', which must not defile 

Ttibse windows on the Sabbatli-day ; 
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And,' passing through the central nave, 
. Treads lightly on my brother's grave. 

But when the sweet-ton*d Sabbath-chime, 

Pouring its music on the breeze, 
Proclaims the well-known holy time 

Of prayer, and thanks, and bended knees ; 
When rustic crowds devoutly meet. 

And lips and hearts to God are given. 
And souls enjoy ob.livion sweet 

Of earthly ills, in thoughts of Heaven ; 
What voice of calm and solemn tone 
Is heard above thy burial stone ? 
What form in priestly meek array 
Beside the altar kneels to pray ? 
What holy hands are lifted up 
To bless the sacramental cup I 
Full well I l^now that rev 'rend form. 

And if a voice could reach the dead» 
Those tones would reach thee, though the worm, 

My brother, makes thy heart his bed ; 
That Sire, who thy existence gave. 
Now stands beside thy lowly grave. 

It is not long since thou wert wont 

Within these sacred walls to kneel ; 
This altar, that baptismal font, 

These stones which now thy dust conceal, 
The sweet tones of the Sabbath-bell, 

Were holiest objects, to thy soul ; 
On these thy spirit loved to dwell. 

Untainted by the world's control. 
My brother, those were happy days. 

When thou and I were children yet ; 
How fondly memory still surveys 

Those scenes, the heart can ne'er forget ! 
My soul was then, as thine is now, 

Unstain'd by sin, unstimg by pain ; 
. Peace smil'd on each unclouded brow — 

Mine ne'er will be so calm again. 
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How blithely then we haiVd the ray 
Which usher'd in the Sabbath-day ! 
How lightly then our footsteps trod 
Yon pathway to the house of God ! 
For souls, in which no dark o£fence 
Hath sullied childhood's innocence, 
Best meet the pure and hallow'd shrine. 
Which guiltier bosoms own divine* 

I feel not now as then I felt, 

The sunshine of my heart is o'er ; 
The spirit now is changed which dwelt 

Within me, in the days before. 
But thou wert snatched, my brother^ hence. 
In all thy guileless innocence ; 
One Sabbath saw thee bend the knee, 
In reverential piety — 
For childish faults forgiveness crave — 
The next beamM brightly on thy grave. 
The crowd, of which thou late wert one, 
Now throng'd across thy burial-stone ; 
Rude footsteps trampled on the spot, 
Where thou lay*st mould'ring and forgot ; 
And some few gentler bosoms wept, 
In silence, where my brother slept. 

I stood not by thy fev'rish bed, 

I look'd not on thy glazing eye. 
Nor gently luird thy aching head, 

Nor view'd thy dying agony : 
1 felt hot what my parents felt, 

The doubt — the terror — the distress — 
Nor vainly for my brother knelt — 

My soul was spared that wretchedness* 
One sentence told me, in a breath. 
My brother's illness — and his death I 

And days of mourning glided by. 
And brought me back my gaiety; 
For soon ip childhood's wayward heart 
Doth crush'd affection cease to smart* 
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Again I joined the sportive crowd 
Of boyish playmates, wild and loud ; 
I learnt to view \^itb careless eye 
My sable garb of misery ; 
No more I wept my brother's lot, 
His image was almost forgot ; 
And ev'ry deeper shade of pain 
Had vanished from my soul again. 

The well-known morn, I used to greet 

With boyhood's joy, at length was beaming, 
And thoughts of home and raptures sweet 

In ev*ry eye but mine were gleaming ; 
But I, amidst that youthful band 

Of beating hearts and beaming eyes, 
Nor smiled nor spoke at joy's command. 

Nor felt those wonted ecstasies : 
I loved my home, but trembled now 
To view my father's alter'd brow.; 
I fear'd to meet my mother's eye. 
And hear her voice of agony ; 
I fear'd to view my native spot, 
Whei*e he who lov'd it — now teas not. 
The pleasures of my home were fled — ■ 
My brother slumber 'd with the dead. 

I drew near to my father's gate— r 
No smiling feces met me now — 

I enter'd — all v^sls desolate — 

Grief sat upon my mother's brow : 

I heard her, as she kiss'd me, sigh ; 

A tear stood in my father's eye ; 

My little brothers round me press'd, 

In gay unthinking childhood blest. 

Long, long that hour has pas^'d, but when 

Shall I forget its mournful scene ? 

The Sabbath came— with mournful pace 
I sought my brother's burial place — 
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That shrine, which when I last had view'd, 

In vigour by my side he stood. 

I gazed around witli fearful eye — 

All things reposed in sanctity. 

I reached the chancel-r-nought was changed — 

The altar decently arranged — 

The pure white cloth above the shrine — 

The consecrated bread and wine — 

AH was the same — I found no trace 

Of sorrow in that holy place. 

One hurried glance I downward gave — 

My foot was on my brother's grave I 

And years have passed — and thou art noW 

Forgotten in thy silent tomb — 
And cheerful is my mother's brow, 

My father's eye has lost its gloom, 
And years have pass'd — and death has laid 

Another victim by thy side ; 
With thee he roams, an infant shade, 

But n6t more pure than thee he died. 
Bkst are ye both ! your ashes rest 
Beside the spot ye loved the*best ; 
And that dear home, which saw your birth, 
O'erlooks you in your bed of earth. 
But who can tell what blissful shore 
Your angel-spirits wander o'er ? 
And who can tell what raptures high 
Now bless your immortality ! 

My boyish days are nearly gone, 

My breast is not unsullied now ; 
And worldly cares and woes will soon 

Cut their deep furrows on my brow— 
And life will take a darker hue 
From ills my Brother never knew. 
And I have made me bosom friends, 

And loved and link*d my heart with others ; 
But who with mine his spirit blends, 

As mine was blended with my brother's ! 
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When years of rapture glided by, 
The spring of life's unclouded weather, 

Our souls were knit, and thou and I, 
My brother, grew in love together. 

The chain is broke which bound us then — 

When shall I find its like asrain ? 

S M. 

Noxembery 1820. 
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SUCCESS OF HO. U 



Jovis 9* die Novembris, 1820. 

Ail preliminaries having been discussed, (N. B. By pre* 
ninaries I mean a good substantial dinner, composed of 
^f-steaks, and a Mrs. Garraway pudding) Mr. Golightly 
epared the punch-bowl, and Mr. Courtenay, afler ringing 
r the Secretary's pen and ink, produced his Green Bag, ftnd 
formed the Meeting that he was ready to proceed to busi- 
388. Some time elapsed before «ilence could be obtained, 
I Sir Francis was engaged in an argument with Mr. M. 
terling upon the expediency of the Bill of Pains and Penal- 
es, and Mr. P. O'Connor was loud in a dispute with Mr. 
olightly upon the propriety of adding another letnon to the 
iinch. When these difficulties were surmounted, and order 
nally restored, the President rose and opened the business 
'the evening in the following manner : — 
*' Gentlemen,— The first topic to which I request your at- 
ation, is the success which our first Number has met with. 
-(Hear, hear^ hear,) — ^That success, Gentlemen, has been 
3re complete, more decisive, more general, than the most 
nguine well-wisher to our design had reason to expect, 
herever *' the Etonian" has made his appearance he has 
en received with unanimous applause. Oppidan and Col- 
lier, Sixth Form and Fourth, Dandy and Bargee, have 
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united in a feeling of partiality to our work ahd its conduc i 
tors : — {Hear I) — We complain of no calumny — no detraction 
— no prejudice. In the Tutor's study, and the Beauty's bou- 
doir, at the Schoolboy's and the Officer's mess, we have expe- 
rienced the same kindness, and we owe the sande acknow- 
ledgments. — (Hear!) — Having premised thus far, it is almost 
unnecessary to add that our. sale has been astonishingly 
rapid. — {Hear! hear! hear! from Mr, Burton.) — It is allowed 
by every one that our pages, considering the quantity of mat- 
ter contained in them, are unusually cheap ; nevertheless, our 
sale has been so extensive, that no demand will for the present 
be made upon the Privy Purse. — {Repeated cries of hear! 
hear ! from Mr, Burton,)-—! have in this Green Bag, Gentle- 
men, various communications upon the subject of ** the 
Etonian ;" many of them, however, are too complimentary 
for a public reading : I shall therefore proceed to submit to 
you such only as contain objections to the plan or execution 
of the work, in order that we may have an opportunity of 
replying to them,-^{Hear, hear^ hear.) 

Mr. Sterling suggested that some one of the Memben 
present should take upon himself the office of reading and 
supporting the said objections, and that the Chairman shoald 
afterwards reply to them in the name of the Club. The pro- 

. posal was agreed to, and there was a loud cry for Mr. Oakley. 
Mr. Oakley accordingly rose, and was hailed by univernl 
lusclamation. 

. As soon as there was once more a prospect of being heard, 
Mr. Oakley proceeded to return thanks for the office, con* 
ferred upon him. 

** Gentlemen, — You are quite mistaken in your ideas : yon 
have given me this employment, because you think I. delight 
in objection and opposition^ — here I beg leave to contradict 
you all : if you ask whether 1 accept this duty, I again reply 

No 1 I have a few objections of my own — ( Laugkier)^ 

which I shall bring forward in due time, but I never .will 
stoop to coincide in those of another" — {Hear^ hear^ hear,) 

With these words Mr. Oakley pushed the bag and itseos^ 
tents to his next neighbour, Mr. Lozell, who refused it, ob- 
serving, that he oould not but agree in what had fallen from 
his Hon. Friend. Mr. Rowley observed that it was too 
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itter a dish for him ; and Mr. Musgrave assured the Meeting 
hat he would never run his coach that road; Mr. Burton 
nade sonie remarks on the price of the material of which 
lie Bag was composed ; and Sir F. Wentworth avowed a 
strong • dislike of Green Bugs in general. Finally, that the 
business of the Meeting might not he longer interrupted, the 
Hon. G. Montgomery agreed to press the objections. 

OPENING OF THE GR£EN BAG. 

. The Hon. G. Montgomery, after inspecting one of the 
letters, informed the Club tliat he held in his hand a com- 
munication from Amicus, on the subject of an article con- 
tained in our last Number — ^he meant " The Visit to Eton.** 
Amicus, found fault with the insertion of this article, upon the 
ground that it purported to come from a gentleman who had 
not been brought up at Eton. Amicus commented strongly 
upon the inconsistency of mentioning in one page that support 
could only be received from gentlemen who had been brought 
up at Eton, while in another we departed from the restric- 
tion by accepting assistance from old Wiccamist. 

Mr. M. Sterling defended the Article in the following 
manner : — 

" Gentlemen, — Of * The Visit to Eton,* to which this gen- 
tleman objects, I am the author. I must confess when 1 
wrote that paper I had no idea that such an objection would 
be urged, since it has been the practice of all periodical 
writers to write under any signature they think fit. It is 
needless to multiply examples of this license, since the pe- 
riodical writers who have set us this example must be familiar 
to every one's recollection. — [No, from Mr. Oaklej/,) — It must 
he evident to you, Gentlemen, how very confined our range of 
topics would be, if every article were written in the character 
of^an Etonian. — [Hear, hear.) 

Mr. Musgrave hoped that no such restriction would be 
adopted, aa he had by him a Letter from the Guard of the 
Devonshire Subscription, which, under the proposed regu- 
lation, would become inadmissible. 

Mr. O'Connor, in a strong brogue, observed that he had 
been preparing a sentimental paper — {Loud iaughter.)-^ 

vol. I. F 
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signed Amelia Araminta, and hoped the said paper would not 
be rejected, because the said Amelia had not been educated 
at Eton. — (Laughter,) 

Sir F. Wentworth was heard to say something on the sob* 
ject of ex post facto laws, but the Hon. Bart, was iminedi* 
ately stopped by cries of order, order I 

Mr. Peregrine Courtenat then put a stop to the* discus* 
sion by stating that he was sure Amicus, on a re-consideration 
of the subject, would perceive that although the work is 
strictly confined to the writings of Etonians, it is of course 
allowed them to write under whatever signature or character 
they think fit.— (Hear, hear I) 

Mr. Montgomery next read a letter from " Oxoniei»i^" 
informing the Club that it was the general opinion that ** The 
Etonian" was principally supported by auxiliaries from tlie 
Universities. 

Mr. Peregrine Courtenat said, that in order to prevent 
misapprehension upon this point, he would state the limits 
which he had assigned to foreign contributions. They htd 
hitherto been restricted to twenty pages, and he did not in- 
tend they should exceed that number. 

Mr. Montgomery next produced a letter from Cambridge, 
signed ** An Etonian,*' containing some animadversions on 
several parts of No. I. The first of these was a censure of die 
Anachronisms in " The Eve of Battle." Our Correspondent 
remarks with some force upon the inconsistency of the mixture 
of "stieel-bound hands" with *' Blues" and "bayonets;* and 
points out the impropriety of placing "Allan the Moss-troop^" 
in the same epoch with " Cribb" and " TattersalFs." He is 
also somewhat severe upon the usage of " unpeels," whidi, he 
observes, is to be found " neither in the Slang, or Johnson's 
Dictionary." He next notices the error of " rouge et bianef 
and finally enters into an argument upon the nickname " Swab,** 
which he maintains to be the nickname oblique; whereas.iv* 
have brought it forward as a specimen of the nickname 
direct' 

Mr. Montgomery having concluded, the President briefly 
replied to the arguments of " An Etonian." He would wil- 
lingly admit that " The Eve of Battle," strictly analysed, 
presented throughout a mass of absurdity and inconsistency; 
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lie very idea of discovering such a diversity of charactersi 
lying side by side in such a situation, presented at once a 
i;laring impossibility. But as the situation of a field of battle 
wrap merely chosen as a vehicle for the introduction of charac- 
tersy he considered the above-mentioned errors venial, though 
not perhaps justifiable, faults. *' Unpeels'* vice '* peels" 
was evidently a slip of the pen, but not metri gratia, as our 
Correspondent imagined, since nothing could have been more 
easy than the alteration of the name which precedes it. Rouge 
et " Blanc** was' an inaccuracy of a similar kind : our friends 
are requeste4 to substitute with their pens *'noir" for '* blanc.** 
The objection relating to the nickname '* Swab," Mr. Cour- 
tenay considered too insignificant for notice. The President 
concluded, by expressing his obligations, as Editor, to ** An 
lEtonian," for his good wishes and good'opinion. 

Mr. Montgomery was proceeding to select another letter, 
when Mr. Musgrave remarked, that this seemed a strange long 
stage, and the Passengers were all falling asleep. Mr. Lozell 
begged leave to coincide with his Honourable Friend's senti- 
ments. Mr. Oakley then made the following harangue, which 
had at least the effect of waking *^ the Passengers :" — 
. ** Gentlemen, — ^I don't beg leave to speak, like my friend 
Iiozell; because I have a right to speak, and what is more, I 
will speak. — (Hear, hear.) — Nor do I " coincide'* with my 
Hon. Friend*s (Mr. Musgrave) sentiments. I differ from him 
on both points. — (Lavghter, and cries of hear, hear.) — If you 
think I 'm to be upset — {Hear, from Mr, Musgrave,) — by ridi- 
cule, I differ from you there. — {Hear^ hear,) — If you think — 
{Cries of Go on, go on.)— If you think I 'm going to " go on" 
at your bidding, I'm sorry for you — and I differ from you 
Uiere." 

The Honourable Gentleman sat down amidst loud and con- 
tinued plaudits ; at the close of which the President rose and 
spoke as follows : — 

** Gentlemen, — I believe it is your wish that the letters I have 
laid before you should be disposed of in a speedier manner than 
can be accomplished as we are at present proceeding; I will 
therefore briefly mention to you the scope and tendency of the 
remainder of these communications, few of which require a 
serious answer ; indeed our correspondents for the most part 

¥ 2 
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are in their opinions so perfcfctly dissimilar, that the expres^ 
sions of one not unfrequently form a reply to the expFessioiis 
of another. The first I take up is an admonitory Epistle from 
dhancery-lane, signed Thales ; its object is to recommend 
less levity, and more sound principle in our succeeding 
Numbers. The next is from ' A Fourth Form ;' he hopes to 
^ see no more prosy essays, and plenty of * Slang' j&om Mr. 
Musgrave." 

Mr. Musgrave swore " A Fourth Form" drove good 
cattle ; and F. Wentworth was sure that if our young wefr 
wisher would come to the next Meeting, every Member of the 
Club would give him his Liberty. 

The President then continued : — 

" ' The Shade of Addison* wishes Poetry to be excluded ; 
* Philomusus' expresses the same wish with regard to Prose. 
' A Midnight Taper' disapproves of the careless manner in 
which the King of Clubs composes; and a * Landscape Painter^ 
advises us to remove the robes of his Fusticular Majesty fipom 
our cover. — These," remarked the CIvairman, "are the only 
objections to our Work which we have received ; and from 
these it must be obvious to you that the First Number of 
' The Etonian,' as a whole, has experienced very general ap< 
probation. This approbation I do not attribute to the merit^f 
the contents, but to the principles on which it is founded.— 
{Hear, hear, hear.) — Our only aim is to exert our utmost 
abilities for the reputation of Eton, and the amusement of her 
alutnni : the event has been as I expected. The condescension 
of our Superiors, and the good-nature of our Ek][uals, have 
alike looked with partiality on our undertaking. — {Laml 
cheers.y—l will now detain you no longer on this topic — " 

Here the worthy Chairman was interrupted by Mr. Oak- 
ley,^ who observed that his objections had not yet been heard.— 
He then proceeded to deliver them in the following manner :— 

MR. oaklet's avowed PREDILECTION FOR TEA, 

" Gentlemen, — ^The first point to which I shall call yonr 
attention, is a manifest indecorum in the proceedings of the 
King of Clubs. I allude to the Punch-bowl. — {Murmurs,}^ 
Do not mistake me — ^I love Punch,— (//ear^ hear,) — for there 
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is In it the spirit of contradiction. — {Laughter.)-^The ingre* 
4ient8 all oppose each other :«— 

' For when s^ bowl of Punch we make, 
Four striking oppoiites we take." 

" But, Gentlemen, much as I admire Punch in private, 
I disapprove of it altogether in public. It may be all Very 
well in Manuscript, but it will never do in Print. — {Mur- 
murs,) — You differ from me, gentlemen, but I repeat, it will 
never do.. I propose, as a substitute, a cup of tea. — [Ungo- 
vernable lavghter,) ^You think me a fool, gentlemen! — 
{Lovd cries cf hear^ hear.) — All I say is, I differ from you. — 
(Hear,) — I will bring forward arguments. Tea is a whole- 
some beverage ; Punch is not. Tea is a classical beverage; 
Punch is not. — {The Hon, G, Montgomery intimated his disr 
sent,) — Punch, gentlemen, is a mere modern invention; 
Tea has been celebrated by Romans. I cannot conclude 
my address better than by quoting the beautiful panegyric 
pronounced on Tea by Horace ; in which you will find that 
our own country is particularly alluded to, as addicted to 
this admirable potation : 

' Te, fontium qui celat origines, 
Nllusque, et Ister, Te rapidus Tigris, 
Te belluosus qui remotis 

Obstrepit Oceanus BritannUy 
Te non parentis funera Gailise, 
Durseque tellus audit Iberiae '^ 

Te csede gaudentes Sicambri • 

Compositis venerantur armis/ " 

Mr. GoLioHTLY said, as the Hon. Gentleman had set the * 
example of quoting^ he would give him — 

- " Non tecvan possum vivere." " Vina fere dulces oluerunt mane 

Camaenae." 

The Honourable Speaker was proceeding, when he was cut 
short by Mr. Musgrave, who declared, that if the drivers 
persisten in booking' Latin and Greek Passengers,* to the 



/ 



102 THE ETONIAN. 

manifest annoyance of all Christians in the Coach, he should 
feel It his duty to suhmit a proposition to the proprietors for 
the exaction of a fuie for every Heathent^A Passenger. 

Mr. A. M'Farlane conside^red Punch so good a thing 
that he should be loath to abandon it for " ony thing bnt 
whiskey." 

Mr. Mo)fT60M£ET assured the Meeting, that in the event 
of the adoption of Tea, there would be a sensible deterio- 
ration in his style. 

Mr. Burton hoped the Hon. Gentleman would not con* 
tinue to press his motion, as it had presented him so onex- 
pected a product. He had observed « y(///»itg of at least fifty 
per cent, in tlie spirits of the Meeting since Mr, Oakley's 
proposal. 

Mr. O'Connor had no idea there had been such a fall in 
the price of spirits. — {A laugh,)— In the event of a change in 
the Club beverage he said a few words in recommendation 
of Hot Pot. 

Mr. A. Le Blanc gave an explanation of the various ef- 
fects of the two fluids upon the brain : we have not leisure 
to follow him in his discussion, particularly as it was so 
wrapped up in science, that we could not perfectly under- 
stand to which he assigned the preference. (Mn Le Blanc 
was stopped by loud cries of Question ; in the midst of whiQh 
the Chairman rose and observed, that the motion had not 
been seconded *, it was therefore abandoned amidst general 
applause.) 

The President said he had now only to inform the Meet- 
ing that the Second Number of *' The Etonian" would ap- 
pear on Wednesday, November 15, nearly a week before its 
. day.— r(/ffar, hear^ hear.) , 

election of sir THOMAS NESBIT. 

Mr. GoLiOHTLY, pursuant to notice given at the com- 
mencement of the proceedings, rose to propose that Sir 
Thomas Nesbit be admitted to take the Oath of Allegiance, 
and henceforward to enjoy all privileges and immunities to 
which a liege subject of our Lord the King is entitled. This, 
reader, is our forlki of electing a new Member. 
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Halt ! I must resume my Brush and Pallet, and give you, 
previous to the Ballot, a rough sketch of Sir Thomas Nes- 
BiT» Yet, in preparing my outline, I am much at a loss how 
or where to hegin ; for every feature in the character of Sir 
Thomas is so distinct from its neighbour, that I am afraid 
of losing the expression of one while I am heightening the 
efiect of another. With his father I was unacquainted, so 
that I cannot go back to the days of his boyhood, nor de- 
scribe to you the education which has produced so whimsi- 
cal and so amusing a composition of eccentricities. I know 
him only as an Etonian, and as such only I can describe 
him. He is then, for the time being, the leader or chief of 
a new sect, which has of late years gained an extensive foot- 
ing in our little world! I mean that sect, which, by a studied^ 
or sometimes by a natural^ roughness of demeanour, and by 
an assiduous attention to the proper cultivation of slangs has 
merited and obtained the denomination '' Bargee/* I must 
say, however the pursuits of these gentlenien may be at va- 
riance with rigid discipline, however they may offend the 
over-nice tastes of some of their companions, I never yet 
found any harm in a ** Bargee." He is generally possessed 
of firm integrity, and of inexhaustible good-humour ; and 
the venial errors of a light head'and an inconsiderate temper, 
are» in my estimation, fully coijapensated by the advantages 
of an open heart and warm feeling. To sum up his merits, 
in behalf of an oppressed schoolfellow he will often encounter 
an antagonist, at the sight of whom the cheek of the sap 
would grow much paler than it has already become from 
stndy^ and the jaw of the intimidated Exquisite would chatter 
within its fence of neckcloth. But Sir Thomas Nesbit is 
sitting for his picture, and I must waste no more time. 

Sir Thomas, as I before observed, is the chief of tAe class 
I have been describing, and it is fit he should be so. I do 
not allude so much to his acquirements in the necessary ac- 
complishments, for in these he has equals, or even superiors. 
Mr. O'Connor, for instance, has more brass in his face, 
more bass in his voice, than has my good friend. Sir Thomas. 
But Si? Thomas grounds his pretensions upon the appear- 
ance of originality, which he gives by his quaint expression 
to the oldest conceits ; upon the inexhaustible good-humour 
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with which he parries the sarcasms of his more nice, ihaa^ 
perhaps less worthy, companions ; finally, upon the fine 
sense of honour, and the real warmth of feeling,* which it 
is impossible for him totally to conceal under the mask of 
afTeeted vulgarity. Warmth of feeling! Mr. Sterling is 
shaking his head, and the sentimental Gerard considers me 
guilty of something little better than sacrilege. '' I am 
sorry to differ from you. Gentlemen," as Mr. Oakley says, 
but I must repeat, that from the veil of coarseness which Sir 
Thomas has thought fit to throw over a disposition intended 
by nature for other pursuits, there do occasionally burst 
forth spetiraens of a firm religious principle which Martin 
Sterling might admire, and a glowing generosity of senti-^ 
ment which Gerard Montgomery might envy. I have been 
long acquainted with Sir Thomas, and I can safely aver that 
I have found in him a stronger idea of honourable couduct, 
a more constant regard for the liappiness of his schoolfeU 
lowa, than is possessed by a hundred of those who walk up 
Windsor Hill for the purpose of eating warm patties, and 
think no pleasure on earth comparable to a glass of Mara- 
schino (no disparagement to Maraschino, which I consider a 
good thing in its way.) 

I have oflen wondered what can have induced a young 
man, gifted as Sir Thomas undoubtedly is, with a quick ima-* 
gination, and no inconsiderable portion of judgment, to give 
up externally the appearance and the habits of a gentleman, 
and pride himself on .the assumption of those of a contrary 
nature. Nature has made him a gentleman, and he labours, 
but ineffectually, to convert himself into a clown. He cannot 
divest himself of the first essentials of the character which 
he dislikes ; he cannot ** throw to the dogs," or, as he would 
express it, ** to the pvppies" his native honour, his innate 
good-nature. Many of his best friends bitterly regret what 
they term the abuse of the powers with which he is endowed* 
Perhaps it is a feeling of selfishness which actuates me when 
I profess a contrary opinion. I do not, I cannot regret the 
turn which his pursuits have taken. Had they been directed 
into a more proper channel, he might have become the Idol of 
Science, or the Star of Fashion, but he never would have 
been Sir Thomas Nesbit — the warm, the generous, the ho- 
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nest Sir Thomas Nesbit; — ^the Sir Thomas Nesbit of our 
mirth, of our affections, — of our Club. 

Of our Club? Yes, reader! after the fervent panegyric 
which I have bestowed upon my worthy friend, you will not 
he surprised to hear that he passed through the ballot with 
success. There appeared against him only one black-ball, 
(supposed firom Mr. Oakley.) 

INAUGURATION CSRBMONT. 

Mr. Golightly left the room, and returned in a few mi- 
nutes, accompanied by the Member Elect. There was a deep 
silence. Mr. Peregrine Courtenay, as the representative of 
the King of Clubs, threw into his august countenance a dou- 
ble portion of solidity and wisdom, in order to receive with 
due decorum the homage of his new vassaL The other 
Members preserved a like degree of dignity. On this occa- 
sion the loquacious Rowley seemed to assume the contem- 
plative manners of Le Blanc, and the broad unthinking phy^ 
sfognomy of Robert Musgrave laboured to screw itself into 
the sedate gravity of Martin Sterling. Meantime Mr. Go- 
lightly led Sir Thomas to the throne, and the punch-bowl, 
which, as Mr. Musgrave expressed it, seemed to have taken 
<jff its h(^ses at the O'Connor Public-house, was handed tp 
the top of the table. Sir Thomas threw himself on one 
knee. — The scene was most impressive. The Secretary was 
called upon to read the Oath of Fealty, which I did in a 

clerkly manner. 

«. 
** You shall swear faithfuji vassalage to your liege Lord the King of 
Clubs, his crown and dignity : you shall swear to drink his healUi, oncie 
a week, in Champaigne, Claret, Port, Punch, or Porter, as seemeth to 
you best ; you shall swear to do what you can for the amusement of 
your schoolfeUowfi, i^ibiether by prose or verse, wit or absurdity, soeg or 
sonnet, as seemeth to you best : all this you shall swear in the name of 
your liege Lord the King; and the Club which he wields, and the Punch 
which he drinks." . . 

Then Sir Thomas, laying his hand to his heart, replied, 
with all the originality of expression for which he is so de- 
servedly celebrated, 

"I SWEAR." 
F 6 
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The Ceremony was i^ompleted by compotation. Each 
Member, in succession, drank to the health of his new fel- 
low-subject, who returned the compliment by turns to the 
whole body of his future associates. By the time he had ar- 
rived al the end of the list, he was evidently on terms of fami- 
liarity with every gentleman present, and felt himself (to 
use his own expression) **a Good Fellow to the bottom of th^. 
soul and the bottom of the bowl." 

Some conversation arose among a few gentlemen who felt 
doubts .upon the meaning of Sir T. Nesbit's expression, "a 
Good Fellow." — Mr. Le Blanc understood it to mean '* Regis 
Societatis Socius," " a Member of the King of Clubs." Sir. 
Sterling hoped no sarcasm was intended at the Fellows of 
the CoDege, many of whom he was sure were sincere friends 
to the undertaking. Sir T. Nesbit was finally requested to 
draw up a few remarks on the wordsr in question, and to pub- 
lish the said remarks in " The Etonian," under the title of 
'« Sir Thomas Nesbit's Definition of a Good Fellow." Sir 
Thomas promised to comply with the wish of the Meeting, 
land concluded a neat address by X>aying q high and deserved 
compliment to Mr. Golightly, who, he was sure, although he 
asked for a definition of a Good Fellow, was by no means in 
want of a definition of" Good Punch." — N.B. The bowl h%d 
b^n replenished, 

MR. BURTOK's S0MN£T ON THE ASSES*- BRIDGE. 

Here the harmony of the Meeting was disturbed by loud 
snoring from Mr. Burton. Gerard Montgomery was pre- 
paring to wake him from these delicious slumbers, when a 
jsmall piece of neat Bath paper was observed projecting from 
his waistcoat-pocket. Gerard motioned to the company to 
be silent, and deprived the unconscious sleeper of the trea- 
sure. Gerard immediately proceeded to unfold the precious 
MS., and gave much entertainment to the Meeting by the 
recital of Mr. Burton's first offering to the Muses. 
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SONNET. 



WRITTEN ON THE ASSEs'-BRIDOE. 

** The Asses'-Bridge, for ages doom'd to hear 
The deafening suige assault his wooden ear.'' — Canning. 

Great A 1 that on thy bakmced elevation 

Lookest serenely from these columns high. 
How beautifully in their meet gradation 

B C, F O, D E, beneath thee lie : 
Angles and space, Great A ! thou dost bestride, 

Uke a Colossus'; and thy subject letters. 

Beneath thee bound in Adamantine fetters. 
Look trembling up to thine imperial pride ; 
Like the fell Utans, when they madly strove 

To top the cloud-KX)nceal'd Olympus — ^vain. 

Vain was the toil ! — Labour, and Rout, and Pain 
O'ertum'd the earth-bom .! — and Almighty Jove 
Struck, — and was King ; — ^not thine a weaker sway ! . 

S\X on thy matchless throne ! — sit ever thus. Great A! ' 

Mr. BuRTOK, upon his waking, (which event was possibly 
occasioned, or rather, accelerated, by the laughter and cheers 
of the Club), was saluted by the congratulations of all his 
friends, which he received with an affected appearance of 
astonishment, and look of conscious satisfaction, which gave 
room for conjecture that he had heard all that passed, 
feigning sleep in order to save blushes. 
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The above Sonnet, in its original state, jvas Yvithout the 
figure which we have prefixed ; and was therefore somewhat 
unintelligible. Mr. Sterling for Great A suggested Grant- 
A, and supposed the Sonnet to be addressed to Cambridge. 
The fourth line he would read thus,— "B. A.M.A.D.D.," 
which he would explain — Bachelor of Arts, Master of Arts, 
Doctor of Divinity. For " thy" in line 6 he would insert 
" the"— *^ The arts,"—" The letters." The rest- of the 
Sonnet he thought might be addressed with equal propriety 
Jiguratively to Cambridge. 

Mr. Le.Blanc had no doubt the Sonnet yvsLS Jiguraiive, but 
differed from his Honourable Friend as to its meaning. We 
were indebted to Mr. Le Blanc for the construction we have 
put upon it, which was afterwards allowed to be correct by 
Mr. Burton. 

Mr. GoLiGHTLY quoted from Shakspeare— 

** Why ! Man, he doth bestride this narrow world. 
Like a CoIosbub !'* 

The Hon. Gerard Montgomery considered Mr. Burton's 
Sonnet excellent in every respect, save only the oomparison 
of Jupiter with Great A. 

Mr. Le Blanc was proceeding to justify the comparison, 
by an allusion to the " Alpha and Omega" of Scripture, when 
he was silenced by an authoritative •" Order!" from Mr. 
Martin Sterling. 

Mr. O'Connor had no doubt it was all very iitie» but as 
. he did not understand Algebra, he could not be expected to 
'enter into thespirit of " Great A." 

Sir Francis Wentworth wondered that Poets should con- 
cur in their censure of the insurrection of the Titans ; he 
conceived that at the epoch alluded to, Olympus would evi- 
dently have been the better for a Radical Reform— (the Hon. 
Baronet was stopped, as usual, by cries of " No Politics.") ' 

MR. button's I»R01»0SSD EPIC 

Mr. Burton said he was happy to hear his first attempt 
at- versification applauded in terms ilo much higher th^ h^ 
had calculated upon. The approbation he had receive^ might 
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ossibly induce him to continue a, plan he had in contempla- 
ion, which had at least the merit of novelty. He intenaed, 
or the use of young mathematicians, to subtract somewhat 
rom what some persons called the gravity of Euclid, by ,the 
iddition of a bit of rhyme to each proposition. Nay ! he had 
MMne ttioughts of joining the several products^ and connecting 
them in such a manner, that their total would amount to a to- 
lerable Epic*— (Hear.) 

The H0U4 G. MoKTOOMERY, although he did not object to 
the little j>ii (Tesprit before them, would certainly oppose the 
insertion of an Epic, the argument of which would be that 
AB=CD.^LawgA^er.) 

Mr. Allen Le Blanc said it would be as easy to fetter 
Enceladus with bands of roses, as to confine the clear defi- 
nitions, the admirable arguments, the convincing conclusions 
of mathematics, within the futile and nugatory chains of sa- 
crilegious Thalia. — {Hear, hear.) 

Sir F. WewtwoAth could not but declare his conviction 
that a Treaty of Alliance between the republics of Algebra 
and Poetry, would be alike ruinous to both parties. — {Hear^ 
kear.) 

Mr. MtrSGHATE thought that Rhyme and Mathematics had 
always been Opposition Coaches. He was no friend to 
** The Union," and protested vehemently against " Double 
Bodies "^^Laughter.) 

Mr. Oaklet told us what his opinion was, or rather, what 
it was not, in these words ; — I do not mean to approve of the 
idea started by niy Honourable Friend Mr. Burton >; still I 
cannot admit the position laid down by Mr. Le Blanc— ^ 
{Laifghter.y^X differ in an equal degree from Mr. Montgo- 
mery and Sir F. Wentworth. Mr. Musgrave*s observation I 
do not conceive, to be worth a contradiction. — (Laughter.) 

Mr. liuRTOK rose with a countenance somewhat expressive 
of chagrin, and spoke nearly as follows : — The majority of 
the Meeting appear to think that Poetry is incompatible with 
Mathematics. I shall endeavour to prove the contrary by a 
comparison of a Proposition with an Epic, which I shall 
j^^esent to No. ill. 1 hope every one will forbear to make 
up his mind upon this point until he has read the said article^ 
-^Hear^ hear, hear.) 
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MR. burton's misbehaviour PRODUCTIVE OF AH IMPORTAITX 

MOTION. 

The Chairman then rose— - 

^* As the discussion of Mr. Burton's threatened Epic 
seems at an end,. I wish to call the attention of the Meeting 
to an impropriety in the Honourable Gentleman's eondud, 
which I am sure they will perceive and reprove. Mr. John 
Burton has gone to sleep in the Club-room. This, gende- 
men, is a practice which, if persevered in, will be producti?e 
of dte most lamentable effects. What becomes of the dig- 
nity of the King of Clubs if his subjects are allowed to throw 
off* the respect which is due to him, and to insult the presence 
of Majesty by an irreverent snore. — {Hear, hear,) But this, 
gentlemen, is not the onfy^ nor is it the greatest evil attimd** 
ant upon this disloyal practice. 1 am willing to make allow* 
ances for the frailty of human nature; I am willing to 
admit that the business of the Club may occasionally be too 
dull to amuse the lower end of the Table-— and on these 
grounds I should be disposed to concede to its occupiers a 
s^ort space of repose, were I not persuaded to the contrary 
by another reason, which I an(i sure will have great weight 
in deciding your opinions. Gentlemen, if a Member ip per- 
mitted to sleep, he is by th^ same regulation permitted to 
dream, — (Hear, hear I from Mr. LozelL) — It is very/lifBcult, 
when we compose ourselves to sleep after drinking deep df 
the inspiration which is on the table, to diveist ourselvea of 
the airy visions which hover fantastically round our slum- 
bers. But these Shapes of the Imagination will never go 
down with the Public. — {Hear, hear, hear.) — We really roust 
not dream in the Club-room. — {Hear, hear !) — I will prove 
to you the necessity of adopting some regulation on |his 
-subject, by informing you of the Dreams which have already 
been dreamt in the service of " The Etonian." — " Love'i 
young Dream" by the Hon. Gerard Montgomery. ** The 
Dream of Mawse Muckleskirl" by Mr.. Alexander M'Far* 
lane. '* The Vision of Marglip, an Allegory," by Mr. Mar^ 
tin Sterling. '* Somnium Stoici'* by Mr. Allen Le Blanc. 
'From this, it must be obvious to you, that were we to li- 
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cense the slumbers of the Members of. the Club, we should 
infallibly contribute to the slumbers of our readers, and in 
this point I must confess I have no desire to be serviceable 
to our fellow citizens. — (Loud shouts of hear^ hear,) — Before 
rccrunteract the effect of my observations by sending you to 
sleep, I will conclude bv moving " that no Member be al- 
lowed to sleep in the Club-room ; and that Mr. Secretary 
Hodgson be directed to insert the said clause afler Reso- 
lution X." — {Hear, hear !) 

Sir T. Nesbit rose to second the motion — 

** I must adduce," said the worthy Baronet, " an argument 
on the subject, which seems to have escaped the notice of the 
Ho|iourable President. If gentlemen are allowed to go to 
deep, there will be an end of all Good Fellowship and Con^ 
viviality,— No * laughter' will resound — no * Hear, hear* 
will be uttered — no jokes will be cut — finally, gentlemen, no 
Punch will be drunk. — You' saw the delay occasioned by Mr. 
Burton's •nap.'-^Fpr these reasons I most cordially second the 
motion of the Worthy President." 

The Hon. Gerard Montgomery implored the Meeting to 
take into their consideration, 



'* Qiiandoque bonus dormitat Homerus." 

Sir F. Wentwortu protested most strongly against this 
unprecedented and unwarranted infringement on the liberties 
of the subject. — All periodical Writers had hitherto exercised 
the right of expressing their thoughts in this manner, and he 
could see no reason for denying sleep to the King of Clubs. 
— (Hecr.) 

Mr. GoLiGHTLY could not check his inclination to quote— 



" O, gentle Sleep ! 

Why liest thou with the vile 
In loathsome beds, and leav'st the Kingly ctmch" &c. 

Mr. MusoRAVE did not precisely unders.tand the Hot^. 
Gentleman who spoke last, but by his talking of " the Kingly 
coach f* he supposed some allusibn was meant to the ** Royal 
Eton Mailf* mentioned in No. I. p. 26. — {Laughter.) 
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The Question was then put, and carried by a majority of 
three in favour of the motion :— 

Ayes 9. Noes 6. 

LIST OF THE MINORITY. 



Le .Blanc, Allen. 
Montgomery, Hon. G. 
Wentworth, Sir F. 

Teller — J. Burton. 



M'Farlane, A. 
Oakley, Michael. 



Mr. Pereoeinb Courtenat said, that in consequence of 
the unusually large number of Members who had voted in the 
Minority, he would modify in some mjsasure the rigour of die 
restriction by the following proposal : — Any Member was at 
liberty to come to him (Mr. Courtenay) to explain upon what 
subject it was his wish to dream; and if such subject should 
be one which had never been dreamed upon before, Mr. 
Courtenay would promise to submit it to the decision of 
the Club, whether the said Member should not be allowed 
to dream,— (^H ear y hear ^ hear!) 

PETITION FROM JEREMY GUBBINS. 

Mr. Burton rose and stated, that he had been requested by 
a very worthy individual, Mr. Jeremy Gul^bins, to pretent 
to the King of Clubs the Petition which he held in his hand. 
He would not anticipate the amusement of his hearen by 
giving any account of its subject or purpose, but would merdy 
state that it contained nothing disrespectful to the Club. Tbe 
Honourable Gentleman concluded by desiring that the Pel^ 
tion be read by the Secretary. 

The Petition having been read accordingly, the Honour- 
able Member moved — ** that this Petition be received, and do 
lie on the Table, to be taken into consideration at tl^e next 
meeting of the Club." 

The motion w'as seconded by Mr. Martin Sterling, and 
was carried Nem, Diss. 

The President informed the Club, that liaving completed 
their retrospect of No. I., he would invite them to look for- 
ward to their 
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FUTURE PROSPECTS. 

• 

" These, Gentlemen,'^ he continued, " wear indeed the 
most flattering appearance. You will remember that the 
Prose in No. I. was the production of pens totally unaccus- 
tomed to such composition: these, gentlemen, may cer- 
tainly be exi)ected to acquire greater facility of expression as 
they proceed. We are sure of the support of our equals, as 
long as we continue to amuse. When this shall cease to be the 
case, the Etonian will cease to write : it will not be my wish 
to send our papers into the world in opposition to the wish 
and opinion of the majority of our schoolfellows. — {Cheers.} 
r-^But, gentlemen, I have no reason for apprehending such a 
termination to our efforts ; I have every foundation fof i| 
contrary expectation ; and, what is perhaps more to the pur- 
pose, our good friend and publisher, Mr. Charles Knight^ 
is even more sanguine than myself. I will now read to you 
a variety of compositions which kave been sent to * The Eto- 
nian' by gentlemen, not members of the Club." 

Mr. Courtenay proceeded to read several Articles, of which 
it is needless to give a minute account. Suffice it to say 
that the following were deemed by the Club inadmissible ; 
and that the thanks of the Meeting were voted to the Authors 
for their kind support, although at present it is not in our 
power to avail ourselves of it : — " Tacitus," — " Q. S. D."-r 
" Edward De Brent,"—** Basha of Three Tails,"—** Looney 
iyi*Twolter," — ** News from Nottingham,'' (humbly suspected 
to be fictitious,)—** Seraphina Timms,"— '* A Clod,"—** T." 
— ** Patentee of an Improvement in Lamps," — ** Virga and 
Virgi/, a Parallel,"— ** A Marine,"— **R.N."—** A Lame 
Duck,"—** Lucian Junior,"— ** But Indifferent,"—** A Chaise 
and Pair." 

The Members of the Club were then requested to give in 
a list of what articles they had in preparation or contempla- 
tion, and the Secretary was ordered to publish the said list, 
in order that the public may see what entertainment they have 
to expect from our future Numbers. 
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ARTICLES IN PREPARATION. 

An Essay on the Advantage of having only One. Eye ; to 
be illustrated and confirmed by the invariable practice of 
great Conquerors, Hannibal, Philip, John Zbca, Lord Nd- \[ 
son, Aurelian, &c. 

Mr. Martin Sterling's Admonitory Hints on Theme Com- 
position. ^ 

Mr. Oakley's Objections to Other Men's Wit.* 

Treatise on Blarney, by Mr. Patrick O'Connor. 

Mr. Golightly on Hair-dressing ; with an Eulogium on Mr. 
Johq Smith. 

Meditations on Mutton ; by W. Rowley. — " The Beef of 
to-morrow will succeed to the Mutton of to-day, as the Mat* 
ton of to-day succeeded to the Beef of yesterday." — Can- 
ning.. 

On Mr. Wordsworth's Poetry in a General Sense; bytk 
Honourable G. Montgomery. 

On his Theory and Manner ; by Mr. A. Le Blanc. 

Punning Defended, on the score of its Antiquity, V^Xxjt 
&c. &c. &c. 

Inconvenience of a Sympathetic Heart ; from the Hon. 6. 
Montgomery. 

Biography of a *' Boy's Room." 

Miseries of the Christmas Holidays in Town. 

Mr. Martin Sterling's Review of the Present State of Lite* 
tature at Eton. 

Mr. Golightly's Review of the Present State of Cricketmg 
at Eton, with some Cursory Remarks on our Contest wA 
Harrow. 

Foot-ball ; a Sketch. 

The County Ball ; a Poem. 

Treatise on Checkmate. 

Ditto on Mud Cottages. 

Ditto on a ** Certain Age" 

The More the Merrier. 

A Few Thoughtik on Slang, by Sir T. Nesbit. 

Cautions for Young Poets. 

Ditto for Young Ladies. 
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Essay on Pedants. 

Pride and Prejudice, 7 n n r* 

Sense and SeniibUity, j ^V ^' C°«"enay. 

Sketches from Windsor Terrace. 

lines on Leaving LlandogO; a Village on the Banks of the 
fye. 

The Contented Lover. 

Stanzas in Imitation of Wordsworth ; by Gerard Mont* 
ornery. 

Lines to Ellen on her Departure; by X. C. 

Mr. Oakley on Negative Happiness. 

The Correspondence of the Bunbury Family. 

* . ■• 

THANKS OF THE CLUB. 

The PaBsinxnT then rose to propose a Vote of Thanks to 
he Honourable Gerard Moktgomery for the active and 
lUe part which he had taken in the execution of the Second 
t^amber of " The Etonian.'' Mr. Cqurtenay prefaced his 
motion by a high and well-merited eulogium upon the two 
•rticles which bad been contributed by his Honourable 
Friend. 

** The Essay on Wordsworth/' said Mr. Cqurtenay, " is a 
powerful attempt to counteract the effects of a groundless 
prejudice against one of the first poets of the day. Words* 
worth, whose glowing genius and intense feeling his most 
Mvere critics cannot but allow, has been too long a stranger 
to the bookshelves of Etonians. We may be allowed to 
)M>pe that the efforts of my Honourable Friend will induce 
^ 8ch(>olfellows to read before they ridicule^ I feel con- 
vinced that * The Etonian' will have strong claims upon the 
gratitude of his readers, although the only service he renders 
to them should be the introduction of Wordsworth to their 
^uaintance. — {Lotid cries of hear ^ hear,) It is needless, as 
It would be endless, for me to enlarge at present upon the 
loerits of Godiva. Before our next meeting takes place, the 
voice of our schoolfellows will have bestowed upon this com- 
position an encomium far more gratifying to its author than 
•"Jy thanks or approbation from the lips of Peregrine Courte- 
Wy."--(/feflr, hear, hear.) 
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The Hon. G. Montgomery returned thanks in an eloquent 
speech, which, for the sake of hrevity, we are obh'ged to omit. 
He congratulated the Club on its reasonable prospect of uc- 
cess, and concluded by assuring the Presid^t that he was 
mistaken m the last words of his. flattering speech,' and tbat 
the wish he entertained for Mr. Courtenay's approbation W0 
much higher than Mr. Courtenay himself seemed ready to 
believe. 

The thanks of the Club were also voted, upon the motNB 
of Mr. Courtenay — 

To Mr. Golightly, for his "Account of the Windsor BsD,^ 
and his " Solitude in a Crowd." 

To Mr. Matthew Swinburne, for his "Description of die 
Miseries of the Christmas Holidays." 

To ^. D. for his "Ode on Despair." 

The thanks ef the Club were finally given to all who 
write, speak, or think, in favour of the " The Etonian." 

ALARMING DISCOVERT. 

Mr. Courtenay then rose, and addressed the Meeting ik 
the following manner : 

" Gentlemen, — While we are upon the subject of a vote of 
thanks to our numerous and obliging supporters, I feel it mj 
duty to bring forward a topic upon which I am sure you, in 
common with myself, will look with the deepest anxiety.r-* 
(A dead silence — every one seemed wrapt up in expectation^ 
Gentlemen, there is among the enemies of our Institution a 
terrible, a nefarious conspiracy to blow up the ' King of 
Clubs.' — (^ burst of horror on qU sides.) — Yes, Gentlemen* I 
repeat, a conspiracy utterly to exterminate the 'King of 
Clubs.' We have within these few days witnessed tlie 
rejoicings made on the anniversary of that day, when s 
grievous plot was laid, for the destruction of the King of 
England. Alas ! we have now to contemplate a plot almost 
as detestable for the destruction of the King of Clitbti 
You will ask me for proofs of this dark transaction!—* 
the imprudence of our enemies has furnished them. As if 
they were certain of success in this atrocious villainy, thcj 
have anticipated the accomplishment of their purpose 
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id bave already caused it to be believed that our Institution 
•no more ; that the King of Clubs exists not. — {A start of 
^rise from all the Member s\y^Ye&\ they have- dared to 
ftsert that in the land of the living we have no station — that 
be Members of this Society are shades. Shades ! Gentle- 
nen ! Can one who lives, who drinks, who writes, be a 
hade ? Is the humble individual who has now the honour 
>f addressing you, a mere shade ? Are you not all substan- 
jal l>eings 1 Are you not all equally plain flesh and blood 
If ith myself ? — {Loud cries of yes^ yes, e^iw^y.)— Then, Gen- 
demen, what can be more flagitious than the machinations of 
these designing persons, who argue against the existence of a 
body of young men, who not only perform with propriety 
the usual functions of human nature, but have just sent into 
the world an undeniable proof of their health and safety in 
the pages of * The Etonian V — {Loud cries of hear, hear,) — 
This brings me to another point, which it is necessary to 
impress most firmly on your consideration. These secret 
destroyers, not content with arguing us out of our existence, 
"bave sdready disposed of our property. They have bestowed 
ikose little hoards, which we have deposited in ' The Etonian^ 
with so much care and anxiety, upon other gentlemen, who 
never were or will be Members of the King of Clubs. It 
shocks me, Gentlemen, to see the trifling riches we have col- 
lected thus openly taken from us : it shocks me to behold 
Che Treasury of the King of Clubs publicly plundered, that 
the wealth of it may be bestowed upon Messrs. Durnfobd, 
OtTRAHy Ashley,, Trower, Curzon, Bealss, Praed, and 
others, with whom the King of Clubs has no connexion what- 
ever.— (Low murmurs of indignation.) — After the unequivocal 
assertion we have made of our sole right to the property in 
dispute, 1 cannot but look upon this appropriation as- a most 
degrading and flagitious attempt. Whether the gentlemen^ 
whose names I have mentioned, are parties to the iniquitous 
transaction I know not If they have any feeling of honour, 
any obligation of principle, let them come forward to dis- 
avow any right or claim to that which is exclusively the pro- 
perty of the King of Clubs." — [Loud cheers,) 

The President having concluded, I, even I, Richard 
H0DG6ON9 Knave of Clubs, Secretary, albeit unused to the 
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Study of oratory, did essay to speak ; for, indeed, my honour 
.had been attacked, and the distinction which was confened 
upon me by the voice of the Club, had been taken away, and 
insidiously bestowed upon another. Grieved at heart, I 
could not keep silence, and in truth I was much applauded 
when I spoke as is here set down : — 

" Most Worthy Gentlemen,— It is impossible for me to 
heighten the effect of the President's discourse ; howbeit,one 
circumstance hath escaped his recollection : our desigipg 
enemies have taken from us our honours as well as onrwealA 
— I allude most particularly to mine own case* ' Me thej 
have despoiled of the rank to which you have exalted me, 
and they have bestowed it unjustly upon the Gentlenn 
whose name was- last tnentioned by the worthy Chairman. 
I have no doubt that when the claims of that Gentleman are 
duly considered, it will be found that he does in no respect 
deserve the titl^ which has been given to him. I pray jw 
to aver publicly, that Richard Hodgson, your humble Sfecie* 
tary, has the only just claim to the title of Knave Of Clubf? 

The Presid£17T said, he hoped what had pp^ssed would hm 
the effect of securing to the Club the undisturbed posseaskm 
of their property and distinctions. — {Hear^ hear.) ' ( 

The thanks of the Club, on the motion of the Hon. 6. 
Montgomery, were presented to Mr. Courtenay, for his cod- 
4uct in the Chair — for his attention on all occasions to the 
interest of Eton, and the ability he had displayed in the 
management of " The Etonian." 

Mr. CouBTENAY returned thanks in a neat speech. 

The Meeting then adjourned. 

RICHARD HODGSON, 

Knave of CltAs, Secretary, 



Notice is hereby given, that his Majesty* the King ofCkk 
has signified his gracious intention of holding a Drawing Rtum 
on Monday the ^Jth Inst. 



f 
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TO RICHARD HODGSON, 



KNAVE OF CLUBty SECRETARY. 

r DEAR Knave, — Great geniuses are subject from 

very nature to ebbs and nows of inspiration. Mil- 

md Dryden, during the best half of every year, 

never rise hi^er than to Essays on Divorce, Pre- 

Translations, and English Grammars. Just so it 

:h me at present; and I, your appointed. Laureat, 

baying put in practice eveVy^meanlVver heard of for 

ng verses, as biting, the nails, scratching the head, 

lave ' absolutely effected nothing, saving six lines 

k half of a Sonnet to Mary, and the joke of an Epi- 

without «ny be^ning. The very truth of it is, 1 

t low water mark ; and accordingly, actuated, as I 

yy the purest patriotism for our Club and its bant- 

I resign my mantle of poetry for this Number to 

bards lesls affected by weather* than myself; 

vh I claim it as my right, virtute officii^ that you 

r them understand, that, like the Caesars of the 

ire, ihey are bound, if their verses be good, to re- 

II their credit and success to the auspicious influence 

srard Montgomery, their Augustus. 

iving doffed, therefore, my mantle of Poetry, I sit 

ed in my short coat of Criticism, after the liniversal 

iple of m^em Poets, who rarely send forth a 

ne of verses without- associating it with another 

•ose, to prove the said verses to be the best that 

■ ■■ * .. . ■ . t . - ■» . ■ ■ 

Te are hsdjfpj to perceiFe that the recent change of weather has in- 
the Hon. G. Montgomery to change hia mind. — Vide Oodira. — 
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were ever written. Not that I am going to waste a 
sheet and an hour in proving my poems such, for thtt 
would be superfluous : but what from the vehement de- 
sire I have of venting my spleen against Golightly and 
M'Farlane, who cannot endure the writings of the Poets 
nicknamed the Lake School, (whether xar ef op^^, or di-. 
rectly, is a doubt), and what from my own long and 
constant admiration of them, I have determined to de- 
vote this my interlunar page to a short and popular elu- 
cidation of the genius of the most eminent among the 
said poets — William Wordsworth ; Allen le Blanc having 
engaged to furnish, if called for, a full and complete ac- 
ct)unt of the more mysterious and esoteric departmant of 
his metaphysics. 

I have just before said that these persons had been 
nicknamed a School of Poets ; and I said so, because, if 
we understand by that term what we do when talking d 
the Schools of Plato or Rafiaelle, it is to all intents and 
purposes a misnomer. Every one knows that in schods 
of philosophy and painting the precepts and the maimer 
are scrupulously obeyed and imitated; and when any 
striking aberration from that standard has occurred, toe 
author of such separation has ever been ccmsidered the 
founder of a new sect or school in his own person. Now 
whoever is at all acquainted with the writings of the 
Lake Poets (I use the term at present for co^ds^ess) 
must have perceived, that, so far from there existing anj 
imitation of, or intimate communion with, each othe^ 
with respect to the choice of subject-matter, or the man- 
ner of treating it in, their works, nothing can be moie 
essentially di£^rent, in almost all points of importaDOBf 
than they are; and as far as concerns the individual g^ 
nius of each person, I will venture to say that there 
do not exist such opposite and strikingly various charac- 
ters of inteUect in any other given number of writers of 
the profient day, whether English or Foreign, I shall 
not stay now to exemplify this position at length, becauHi 
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is no more than what every one who reads these ail- 
lors must acknowledge, and what to those who will turn 

deaf ear to a charmer, ** charm he never so wisely,"* 
\ immaterial whether it be fact or not. 
. In the meantime it may be worth while to observe this 
irst instance of that Uberal and discriminating: criticism, 
h.t abhorrence of misrepresentation a«d%neerin^: 
vhich has so honourably distmguished a certain Scotch 
voce M*Farlani dixenm) Review, and with which the 
Lake Poet3 have been for a long period of time so un- 
seasingly and conspicuously favoured, to the no small 
ktriment of the snares rightly appertaining to many a 
Eunous bard of the present time. But the motives, 
irhich prompted this imposition of a nickname are not 
{ery mysterious, at least to the initiated;— having pocketed 
11 that was to be extracted by conversation and repeat- 
d epistolary correspondence with these very men, those 
serous critics found it necessary, in order to avoid the 
uspicion of plagiarism, to turn sharp round upon their 
enefactors, to whom tliey owed the reputation by which 
bey got tbeir bread, quiz all their uttle pecuuarities, 
nd nnally ^^ spit in their faces and call them asses r' 
tiooordiii^y, after sporting whole sheets full of admired 
easoning, and, as was generally supposed, original the- 
•ry, (abnost the whole of which, it is weU known by 
nany persons in this country, was actually stolen from 
he unreserved communications of one of the most di9- 
anguished of these writers,) they have the charity to fall 
nost espedally foul upon that very person ; and, in con- 
aderation of his favours, pleasantly denominate him 
"fool," " simpleton,*" " ingenious gentleman," or " old 
woman ;" and, with a discrimination and significancy pe- 
culiarly their own, pronounce all his writings " LakhnV' 
In short, they know the meaning of the proverb, " Give 
a dog," &c.,. and ducted upon its benevolent principles ; in 
Ueu of all particulars, one formula was amply sufficient. 
Wordsworth, ColeAdg^ and Southey were '^ Lake Poets," 
voi. I- a 
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and their works of course ^^ Lakishr These SootchmeB lii 
were bom with the malignity of Caligula, but purloraed |i 
his wit as usual, and gave a collective name to destroy H 
at once. p 

Since, however, this consummation so devoutlj wished 
for has not taken place, and the reputation and pervad- 
ing influence of these bespattered Poets, so far mm de- 
creasing to a nonentity under the ^^ unceasiiig stowie,* 
have on the contrary gone on slowly, but steamly widoi- 
ing and deepening, and still continue so to do, it beooBMS 
a matter of reasonable curiosity to inquire into d» 
causes which have preserved and invigorated them xxaia 
this tyranny of abuse, whilst not a few of their contoii- 
poranes, who, at their first appearance, were bepnused 
ad nameam by these same learned Thebans, are nov 
sinking fast, some into neglect, and oth«-s into oofr> 
tempt. 

Now a poet, in the highest and strictest sense of tint 
word, is he who is a «roii]ri^f j a Maker an Inventor^ "v/htm 
imagination, or shaping power, can and does embody 
the forms of things unknown, and can create realities cut 
of airy nothings. This energy, which is the highi^ 
heaven of invention in a poet, is not however psculitr, 
in an exclusive manner, to a writer of verses ; — ^it nuqr 
exist as vitally and essentiaUy in prose ; — rhythm aiu 
metre are to this Power^ as two wings to a savl^ iprat- 
ing it with the robes and resemblances of a Seraphnn. 
Therefore the Wise Man of Israel was a poet, when he 
burst forth, ^^ Thou art beautiful, O my love, as Tirsah; 
comely as Jerusalem ; terrible as an army with batmen!* 
Therefore Demosthenesi was a poet, when by an instantt- 
neous effort of his power he evoked the canonized shadci 
of his ancestors, .and caused them, as it were, to fit 
over the spell-bound mob around him, — ^^ *Oi fii rAg h 
MetpuSwvi irpoxivSuvfuo'flCvratf twk tvpoy^vew,^ x. r. X, Then* 
fore Jeremy Taylor was a poet when he prayed iat 
humility, — ^ Andyel X know thou resistest the proud| 
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d didst cast the morning stars, the angels, from heariNi, 
'JO chains of darkness, fokem they grew giddy and proud, 
Uking upon the battlements of neaveny beholding the 
t>rious regions that were above themP This power is 
e essence of all rightful Poetry ; or, in oth» words, 
18 that without which Poetry is not. 
The second accomplishment of an absolute poet, or, 
ther, of Poetry, is Imitation ; by which term I mean 
L efforts of the mind, which are not in a genuine sense 
iginal and self-sprin^ng, but are modelled altar pro- 
i^rpes existing somenmere in rerum naturd ; i. e. all de- 
nptions of passive Nature and Art ; — Dramatic repre- 
aitations of manners — and Satire, &c., because all 
me, in th«r external fonn and composition, merely 
im at imitating objects set before them, and they be* 
me more or less really Poetical, as they are more or 
!8s powerfully impregnated with the living soul and 
reath of the Ima^nation. The last requisite for per- 
ction is, as was hinted above, a copious and splendid 
nunand of language and thorough acquaintance with 
le laws of metre, tempered by an ear tuned up, if it 
ere possible, to the ^^ lu^less music of the spheres.^ 
It may be fairly questioned whether this oeau ideal 
IS ever been reauzea amongst men in all its members : 
le most glorious spedmens of this, the most sublime 
citation of human intellect, are undoubtedly Homer 
id Shakspeare, even without the Margites. That 
any have been endowed more or less with detieuJied 
nanations of the Poetical Power, and that more have 
rtsessed the^auxiliar accomplishments, without that 
^er, is also as certain ; but to enter upon that sub- 
M would be endless : it is more my immeoiate object to 
)bw that a large portion of the spirit, and an absolute 
mpire over the dependencies, are in the present day 
entered in the person of William Wordsworth. 
This object, I ima^e, cannot be more effectually at- 
lined, ana certainly not more expeditiously and delight- 

62 
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fully to the reader and myself, than by extractmg a few 
passages of difPerent kinds^ fsontaining all the essentials, 
as before laid down, of genuine Poetry; but which i^iall 
not be connected particularly with the Author'^s more 
private theory, as it is quite necessary, according to all 
good reasoning, to show that Wordsworth is generally i 
great poet, before it can be proved even worth the while 
to investigate that theory at all. For I acknowledge that 
there is no intrinsic excellence in Singularity of itself, 
unless it be grounded on, and spring from, the immuta« 
ble laws of reason and nature, and be thetejfore singular^ 
simply because it is a straight Uile exposing the obli* 
quities^of a thousand crooked ones. 

My first proof is the beginning of the ** Address to 
H.. C. six years old :^ — 

" O Thou, whose fancies from afar are brought ; 
Who of thy words dost make a mock apparel. 
And fittest to unutterable thought 
The breeze-like motion, and the self-bom carol ; 

Thou fairy Voyager ! that dost^ float 

In such clear water, that thy Boat 
May rather seem 
To brood on air than on an 'earthly stream 
Suspended on a stream as clear as sky, 
Where earth and heaven do make one imagery ; 

blessed Vision ! happy Child I 
Thou art so exquisitely wild, 

1 think of thee with many fears 

For what may be thy lot in future years." 

I make no comments upon this extract, or those which 
follow; because I really suppose that there can be no 
lover of poetry in any shape who will not confess this 
and them to be admirable, and such as neither Miltoo 
nor Shakspeare in their highest moments would have 
been ashamed of. 

My second proof: — 

*' She was a' Phantom of Delight 
When first she g^eam'd upon my sight ; 
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A l6ve\j Appaii^n, sent 
To be a moment's oinament; 
Her eyes as stai^ of Twilight £&ir; 
Like Twilight's, too, her dnsly hidr ; 
But all things else about her di^wn 
From May-time an3 the cheerful fawn ^ 
' A dancing Shape, an Image gay. 
To haunt, to startle, and waylay. 

I saw her upon nearer view 
A Spirit, yet a Woman too ! 
Her household motions light and free, 
^And steps of virgin liberty ; 
A countenance in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet; 
A creature not too bright or good 
For human nature's dsdly food ; 
For transient sorrows, simple wUes, 
Praise, blame, love, Icisses^ tears, and smUes* 

And now 1 see, with eye serene. 
The vejy pulse of the machine ; 
A Being breathing thoughtful breath, 
A Traveller betwi^ life and death ; 
The reason firm, the temperate will. 
Endurance, foresight, strength, and sl^ill ; 
A perfect Woman, nobly plann'd. 
To warn, to comfdtt, to command ; 
And yet a Spirit still, and bright 
With something of an angel light/ 
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produce then my third proof from ** Buth :*"- 

** The youth of green savannahs spake. 
And many an endless, endless lake, 

With all its fairy crowds 
Of islaads, that together lie 
As quietly as spots of sky 
Among the evening clouds. 
« » « 

' * What days and what sweet years ! Ah me ! 
Our life were life indeed, with thee 

So pass'd in quiet bliss ! 
And all the while,' said he, ' to know 
That we were in a world of woe. 
On such an earth as this I' 
• • • 
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Throngh dream and iisioa did she tiakf 
Delighted all the while ta thinlc 

That on those lonesome floods. 
And green savannahs, she should sh^ 
His board with lawAU joy, and bear 

His name in the w&d woods. 



Nor less, to feed voluptuous thought. 
The beauteous forms of nature wrought. 

Fair trees and lovely flowers ; 
The breezes their own languor lent ; , 
The stars had feelings, which they sent 

Into' those gorgeous bowers." 

I have written and quoted so much, that I must has- 
ten to a conclusion, after having ^ven to Eton two 
more exquisite stanzas from ^ Peter Bell:"-— 

" At noon, when by the forest's edge, 
. He lay beneath the branches high. 
The soft blue sky did never melt 
Into his heart — ^he never felt 
The witchery of the soft blue sky ! 

On a fah- prospect some have look'd 
And felt, as I have heard them say. 
As if the moving time had been 
A thing as stead^ut as the scene 
On which they gazed themselves away." 

I have but a few words to say more, and I will then 
put an end to a very Icmg, though I coi^dently hope not 
uninteresting letter. If the passages, which have been 
quoted, were the only ones known by experience to be 
of that degree of merit, whatever that be, which they 
may lay claim to, yet most assuredly all the laws of good 
reasoning would i/i/er, that it was highly probable, at least, 
that he who could write a hundred such lines on different 
subjects, could also write other hundreds with more or 
less of the same power. Now I declare, and every one, 
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rho knows Wordsworth's poems well, will b^ar me out 
1 the assertion, that almost every page contains similar 
passages; — ^nay, there are many who will think I have 
lot selected the finest specimens of his genius, which is 
ndeed true, as I have not touched upon the Platonic Ode, 
lie most magnificent of all his efPorts, simply because I 
was anxious to show Wordsworth only in the character 
>f a great poet, independent of what he may be thought 
to gauL or lose by his own peculiar theory. 

£f I find, that these remarks have not been distastefiil 
to the generality, or even to a few of your readers, I will 
at some future period advance one step farther, and en- 
deavour to explain and illustrate Wordsworth as a very 
mngular and peculiar poet, quite set apart from the troop 
of every-day metrists, and living and breathing in a world 
of his own. This I think would not be without its 
amusement ; at least I am sure the fault would be in the 
critic if it were so, and not in the poet himself. I end 
all by leaving in the ears of all objectors and sneerers the 
eloquent words of Edmund Burke:— 

• 'M am sensible I have not disposed my materials to abide the test of a 
cajiUous controyersf , but of a sober and eren forgiving examination ; that 
they are not armed at all points for battle^ but dressed to visit those ^o 
are wiUing to give a peaceful entrance to^-<Truth.'* 

G. M. 
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YES AND NO, 



^* We came ktp the world like brother and brother* 

And now let's go hand in hand, not one before another." 



SHAKft^EAltt. 



'Mft. LOZELt's TREATISE ON 
THE ART OF SAYING ** YES." 

" He humbly' answered * Yea I 
Bob.' " Anon. 

- 'Our opinion is very 
mudi strengthen^ by the 
belief that many of our 
friends wiU assent to it, 
when we assert that no art 
requires in a greater degree 
the attention of a young 
man, on his entrance into 
li£^ than that of saying 
" Yes."" A man who deigns 
not to use this little word 
is a bull-dog in society ; he 
studies his own gratification 
rather than that of his 
friends, and of course ac- 
complishes neither : in 
short, he deserves not to be 
called a civilized being, and 
is totally unworthy of the 
place wnich he holds in the 
creation. 



MR. OAKLEY's treatise OS 
THE ART OF SAYING " HOt* 

< 'My son— learn betimes to 8$jf No^^ 
Miss EoosiroRTMr 

Our opinion is not a \ci 
weakenea by the prowu 
bility that many of our 
friends will dissent from it, 
when we assert that no art 
requires in a greater degtet 
the attention of a young 
man, on his entrance into 
life, than that of sayinjj 
"No.*" A man who is 
afraid to use this little word 
is a spaniel in society ; he 
studies to please others, 
rather than to benefit him* 
self, and of course fails in 
both objects : in short, he 
deserves not to be called a 
man, and is totally unwor- 
thy of the place which he 
holds in the creation. 
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Is not it right to believe 
the possible fallacy of one^s 
own opinion ? — Yes. Is 
not it proper to have a due 
consideration for the opi- 
nion of others ? — Yes ! Is 
not it truly praiseworthy to 
sacrifice our conviction, our 
argument, our obstinacy, 
upon the shrine of polite* 
ness ? — ^Again and again we 
answer-r- Yes ! yes! yes! 

Nothing indeed is to us 
more gratifjring, than to 
behold a man modestly 
diffident of the powers 
which nature has bestowed 
upon him, and assenting, 
with a proper sense of his 
own fiednbiuty, to the opi-' 
aions of those who kindly 
endeavour to remedy his 
fiullts, or to supply ms de* 
ficiencies. Nothing is to us 
more gratifying than to hear 
from the lips of such a man 
that true test of a comply- 
ing dispb^on-that sure 
prevention of all animosity 
^-ihat immediate stop to all 
quarrels — ^that sweet, civil, 
complacent, inoffensive mo- 
nosyllable — Yes ! 

Yet, alas ! how many do 
we find who, firom an affeo- 



Is he a rational being 
who has not an opinion of 
his own? — No. Is he in 
the possession of his five 
senses who sees vith the 
eyes, who hearswith the ears, 
of other men ? — No I Does 
he act upon principle who 
sacrifices truth, honour, and 
independence, on the shrine 
of servility ? — ^Again and 
again we reply — No! no! 
no! 

Nothing indeed is to us 
more gratifying, than to be- 
hold a man rdying boldly 
on the powers which nature 
has bestowed upon him, and 
spuming, with a proper 
consciousness of , indepen- 
dence, the suggestions of 
those who would reduce 
him from the rank he holds 
as a reasonable creature, to 
the level of a courtier and a 
time-server. NothiM is to 
us more gratifying than to 
hear from the lips of such a 
man that decided test of a 
free spirit — that finisher to 
all dispute — that knock- 
down blow in all arguments 
— that strong, forcible, ex- 
pressive, incontrovertible 
monosyllable — No ! 

Yet, alas ! how many do 
we find who are either un- 
g5 
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tation of singularity, or a 
foolish love of argument, do 
as it were expunge this ad- 
mirable expression from 
their vocabularies. How 
many do we see around us, 
who are in the daily habit 
of losing the most advan- 
togeous offers, of quarrel- 
ling with strangers, and of 
offending their oest friends, 
solely because they obsti- 
nately refuse to call to their 
assistance the infaUible re- 
medy for all these evils, 
whidhi is to be found in the 
three letters upon which we 
axe offering a brief com- 
ment. 

We are sure we are only 
chiming-in with the opinion 
of other people, wh^n we 
lamexit the mimifold and ap- 
palling evils which are tne 
sure consequences of this 
disinclination to affirmatives. 
To us it is really melancholy 
to look upon the disposition 
to contradiction by which 
some of our friends are cha. 
racterized, to observe the 
manifest pride of some, the 
imreasonable pertinacity of 
others. — Of a surety, if we 
are doomed at any future 
season to put on the yoke 



able or imwilliilg to pro- 
nounce thia most useful, 
most necessary reqwnse! 
How many do we see 
around us, who are. in the 
daily habit of prafesoi^ to 
know things of which they 
are altogetner ignonmt, of 
making promises whidi it 
is impossible for them to 
perform, of saying (to use . 
for once a soft exj^esaoD) 
the thing which ts noty— 
solely because they .nHU not 
call to their assistance the 
infallible remedy for aU 
these evils, which is to be 
found in the two letters 
upon which we are offering 
aWf comment. 

It is dreadfiil to reflect 
upon the evils which dm 
neglect must mfalHbly po- 
duce. It is dreadful to 
look round upon the friends 
and relatives whom we see 
I suffering the most appalling 
calamities from no other 
misconduct than a blind 
aversion to negatives. It 
is disgusting to observe the 
flexible indecision of some^ 
the cringing serviEty of 
others. Forgive us, rewkr, 
but we cannot help solilo- 
quizing — God save the 
King of Clubs, and Qiay 
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of wedlock, Mrs. L., and 
fil the Masters and Misses 
L. shall be early instructed 
in the art of saying "Yes.*" 
Look into the pa^es of 
history! — You will find 
there inhumerable exam- 
ples in support of our opi- 
mon. When the Greeks 
begged Achilles to pocket 
his affix>nts and make an 
end of Hector, he refused. 
Very well, we have no 
doubt he did all for the 
best; but we are morally 
sure that Patroclus would 
not have been slain, if 
Achilles had known how to 
say " Yes.*" We aU know 
how he cried about it when 
it Was too late. To draw 
another illustration from 
the same epoch, how di- 
aastrous was the ignorance 
iv^hich Priam displayed of 
this art, when a treaty was 
im foot for the restoration 
di Helen. Nothing was 
Basier than to finish all dis- 
putes, to step out of all dif- 
ficulties, by one civil, oblig- 
ing, gentlemanly " Yes.'' 
But he refused — and Troy 
iras burned. What glon- 
jus results would a con- 
trary conduct have pro^ 
luced! It would have 



the Princes of the Blood 
Royal be early instructed 
in the art of saying " No." ^ 

Look into the pages of 
history ! — You will find 
there innumerable exam- 
ples in support of our opi- 
nion. Pompey was impor* 
tuned to give battle to Cad* 
sar; — ^he complied. Poor 
devil ! — ^he wouldnever have 
been licked at Pharsalia if 
he had learned £rom us the 
art of saying " No." Look 
at the conduct of his rival 
and conqueror, Caesar ! 
You remember the words 
of Casca, '^ I saw Mark 
Antony ofier him a crown, 
and he put it by once ; b.ut 
for all that, to my thinking, 
he would fain have had 
it f Now this placid 
" putting by" was not the 
thing for the Romans : we 
are confident Julius Ceesar. 
would never have died by 
cold steel in the Senate, if 
he had given tbiem a good 
decisive msuperable "No !" 
Whatever epoch we ex- 
amine, we find the same re- 
luctance to say "No" to 
the allurements of Pleasure 
and the mandates of Am- 
bition, and alas ! we find it 
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bles both to the Greeks and 
the Etonians. It would 
have saved the Ancients ten 
years, and the Moderns 
twelve books, of bloodshed. 



prevented a peck of trou- productive of the safiie conw 



sequences. Juvenal tells us 
of an unfortunate youi^ 
man, one Caius Silius, who 
was unlucky enough to be 
smiled upon by the EnK 



It is almost unnecessary to press Messalina. The poor 
allude to the imprudent, the lx>y knew the danger he ran 



luckless Hippolytus ; he 
never would have been 
muf dered by a marine mon- 
ster, if he could but have 
said " Yes :"" but the word 
stuck in his throat, and he 
certainly paid rather dear 
for his Ignorance. 

" Yes,'' cries a critic, " I 
agree with all this, but 
irs all so old.'' We assent 
to your opinion, my good 
friend, and will endeavour 
to benefit by your sugges- 
tion. Come then — we will 
look for illustrations among 
the characters of our own 

age- 
There 's Lord Duretete 

the misanthrope. He has a 
tolerable fortune, tolerable 
talents, and tolerable per- 
son. He plays ^ tolerable 
accompaniment on thefljute, 
and a tolerable hand at 
whist. Yet, with all these 
tolerable qualifications, he 
is considered a most intole- 
rable man. What is the 
reason of this seemingly 



he saw the death which 
awaited him ; but an Em- 
press sued, and he had not 
the heart to say " No^'* 
He lost his heart first, and 
his head shortly afterwards. 



" Dam'me," says a blood, 
'' all that happened a hun- 
dred years ago." — ^An Eto- 
nian has occasionally great 
difficulty in carrymg his 
ideas a hundred, years 
back. — Well then we will 
go example-hunting nearer 
home. 

There 's Sir Philip Plau^ 
sible^ the Parliament man. 
He can make a speedi c^ 
nine hours, and a calculation 
of nine pages : nobody is a 
better hand at getting up a 
majority, or palavering a 
refractory oppositionist; he 
profiers an argument and a 
bribe with equal dexterity, 
and converts by place and 
pension, when ne is unable 
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nomalofuft circumstance ? 
Che reason is obvious — His 
Lordship can't say " Yes.*" 
Fhis abominable ignorance 
if our favourite art inter- 
Gsres in the most trivial in- 
ddents of life; it renders 
him alike miserable and 
disagreeable. "Will your 
Lordship allow me to pre- 
fix your name to a dedi- 
cation?'' says Bill Attic the 
satirist. " 1 must go mad 
Srst," says his Lordship. 
*' Duretete ! lend me a 
couple of hundreds !" says 
3ir Harry. " Can't, 'pon 
lonour ! " says his Lord- 
ihip. ** You dear creature ! 
you'll open my ball this 
evening !" says Lady Grer- 

main. " I '11 \je d d if 

I do!" says his Lordship. 
See the catastrophe. Bui 
Attic lampoons him — Sir 
Harry spits in his face, and 
Lady Germain votes him a 
hore. How unlucky that 
he cannot say " Yes ! " 

Look at young Eustace, 
the man of honour! — He 
came up to town last year 
with a good dress, a good 
address, and letters of in- 
troduction to half a dozen 
great men. Hemadehisbow 
to each of them, spent a 



to convince by alliteration 
and antithesis. What a pity 
it i% he can't say " No ! " 
" Sir Philip," says an envoy, 
" you '11 remember my Httle 
business at the Foreign 
Office !" — " Depend upon 
my friendship," says the 
Minister. "Sir Philip I" 
savs a fat citizen, with two 
votes and two dozen chil- 
dren, " you will remember 
Billy's place in the Cus- 
toms I" — " Rely on my pro- 
mise!" says the Minister. 
« Sir Phifip !" says a lady 
of rank, " Ensign Roebuck 
is an officer most deserving 
promotion !" " He shaU 
be a colonel ! — I swear by 
Venus !" says the Minister. 
"JEnVws ergo quia estT — 
He has outraged his friend- 
ship — he has forgotten his 
promise — he has falsified his 
oath. — Had he ever an 
idea of performing what he 
spoke ? Quite the reverse ! 
How unlucky that he can- 
not say " No !" 

Look at Bob Lily J 
There Uves no finer poet ! 
Epic, elegiac, satiric, Pin- 
daric, — it is all one to him !* 
He is patronised by all the 
first people in town. Every 
body compliments him, 
every body asks lum to 
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week with each of them, 
c^<mded each of them, and 
is now starving in a garret 
upcmindependenoe ana cold 
mutUm. What is the mean- 
ing of all this? Eustace 
never learned how to say 
" Yes r — " Virtus pott 
nummas! Eh ! young man ?^ 
says old Discovnt tne usu- 
rer. ^' I can't say I think 
so,^ said Eustace. ^* Heare ! 
Eustace, boy,^ says Lord 
Fanny, ^^ r^Eid over these 
scenes, and let me have 
your opinion ! fit for the 
boards, I think ! ^ ?"" 
" You'll excuse me if I 
don'^t think they are,^ 
says Eustace. " Well ! 
my young friend,'' cries Mr. 
Pnant, " we must have 
you in Parliament I sup- 
pose; make an orator of 
you ! You 're on the right 
nde I hope ?" ^^ I should 
vote with my conscience, 
Sir," says Eustace. See the 
finale. Eustace is enlisted 
for life in the Grub-Street 
Corps, where 'he learns by 
sad experience how danger- 
ous it is to say " No" to 
the avarice of an usurer, 
the vanity of a rhymer, or 
tlie party-sfHrit of a poli- 
tidan. — How unlucky that 
he cannot say ^^ Yes." 



Nay! there ares 
few who read him. He 
excels alike in tragedy nd 
feuroe, and is without a li- 
val in amphibMMis dramtt^ 
which may be called either 
the one or the other; but 
he is a sad bungler in n^ 
tives. " Mr. Loly," mp 
the Duchess, his patroneH^ 
^^ you will be sure to hrnf 
that dear ejnthalamium to 
my conversasioiiethisefea' 
ing !" " There is no dfr 
nymg your Grace," up 
the poet. " I say, lily," 
says the Duke, his patron, 
^ you will dinue with us it 
seven?" " Your Gnw 
does 'me honour,'^ says die 
poet " Bob I" says the 
young Marquis, *^ you are 
for Brookes's to-night ?* 
** Dam'me ! to be sure,** 
says the poet. Mark Ae 
result.* He is gcme to est 
tripe with his tyrannical 
bookseller — he has difltt>* 
pointed his patroness-^— te 
has offended his patnm— 
he has cut the Club ! — ^How 
unlucky that he cannot say 
" No." 
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^freg is a lover, and 
s every qualification 
le office except one. 
inot say " Yes.*" No- 

without this talent, 
i presume to be in 
" Mr. Godfrey,'' says 
, ^* dotft you think 
ither pretty P'' "Ab- 
' says Godrrey. "Mr. 
eyT says the lady, 
t you thmk this neck- 
ecommg ?"" " Never 
lything less so V^ says 
ey. " Mr. Godfrey," 
he coquette, " don't 
bink I'm divine to- 
*" " You never look- 
we, by Jove!" says 
ntleman. Godfrey is* 

of fashicm, a man of 
e, and a ipan of ta- 
nit he will die a ba- 
. What a pity! We 
ever look on such a 
ithout a Gonile for his 
e, and a tear tar its 
[uences. How im- 

that he cannot say 

L" 

the position we are 
^ing to advance we 
every body will a^ree 
IS ; and tms coninaer- 
very much streng^- 
jr opinion. Nothing 
becoming to a femak 
I as a avil and flat- 



Ned Shuttle was a dash- 
ing young fellow, who, to 
iise ms own expression, was 
" above denying a thmg ;" 
— m plainer terms, he 
could not say ** Nb." 
" Sir !" says an enraged 
Tory, " you are the au- 
thor of this pamphlet !" 
Jack never saw the work, 
but he was " above deny«- 
ing a thing," and was 
horsewhipped for a hbeller. 
" Sir !" says an unfortunate 
ptgeoit, "you hid the king 
m your sleeve last ni^ht ! 
Jack never saw the pigeon 
before, but he was ^^ above 
denying a thing," and was 
cut for a blackleg. "Sir!" 
says a hot Hibernian, " you 
insulted my sister in the 
Park !" Jack never saw the 
lady or her champion be^ 
fore, but he was " above 
den3ring a thin^," and was 
shot through the head the 
next mormng. Poor fet 
low ! How unlucky that 
he could not say " No*" 

In the position we are 
next going to advance we 
know every body will differ 
frcxn us; but this only 
strengthens our ojiimon 
Nothmg is so becoming to 
A female mouth as the pow^ 
er, — ay, and the indina^ 
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tering " Yes,^ It is impos- 
sible, indeed, but that our 
fellow-citizens should here 
agree with us, when they 
reflect that they never can 
be husbands until their in- 
amorata shall have learnt 
the art erf inlying " Yes.*" 
For the most part, ifideed, 
civility and good-natiu*e are 
the cnaracteristics of our 
British fair; and this na^ 
tural inclination to the affir- 
mative renders it unneces- 
sary for us to point out to 
our fair countrywomen the 
beauties and advantages of 
a word which they love as 
dearly as they do flattery. 
While we are on the sub- 
ject of flattery, let us obiter 
advise all Etonians to say 
nothing but " Yes*" to a 
lady. But as a thoughtless 
coquette or a haughty prude 
does occasionaUy forget the 
necessity and the beauty of 
-the word we are discussing, 
we cannot but recommend 
to our fair readers to con- 
sider attentively the evils 
which this forgetfiilness in- 
{jsUibly entails. Laurelia 
would never have been cut 
by her twenty-first adorer; 
Charlotte, with 4,000/. 
a-year at fifteen, would ne- 



tion, to say ** No T So 
firmly indeed are we at* 
tached to this doctrine, that 
we never will marry a wo* 
man who cannot say ^^ No.^ 
For the most part, indeed, 
the sex are pretty toleraUy 
actuated by what the worid 
calls a spirit of contradic- 
tion, but what we should 
rather designate as a fsprX 
of independence. This na- 
tural inclination to nega- 
tives renders it unnecessary 
for us to point out to our 
fair countrywonien the 
beauties and advantages of 
a word which they use a* 
constantly as their looking- 
glass. Nevertheless they ») 
occasionally forget the love 
of opposition, ^ich is the 
distinguishing ornament of 
their sex ; and alas ! thev 
too frequently render then- 
selves miserable by neglect- 
ing our conclusive Mono- 
syllable. We most earnestly 
entreat those beUes who 
honour with their notice the 
humble efforts of "The 
Etonian,*^ to derive a timely 
warning from the examples 
of those ladies who have 
lived to regret a hasty and 
unthinking asient. Anna 
would never haw been the 
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ver have been an old maid 
at fifty; Lucy, vrith a good 
iaoe and not a farthing, 
would never have refused a 
carriage, white hveries, and 
4 peerage^ if these unfortu- 
nate victims had studied in 
early youth the art of say- 
ing « Yes.^ 

. Sweet — light — gay — 

Quaint Monosyllable ! Ten- 

Aer^ obliging, inoffensive, 

affectionate Yes ! How we 

delight in thy delicate sound ! 

We love to hear the ena- 

JAioured swain petitioning 

for his mistresses picture, 

till the lady, or overcome 

by affection, or wearied by 

importunity, changes the 

** No'' of coy reluctance 

for the " Yes'' of final ap- 

Erobation. We love to 
ear the belle of Hol- 
bom-hill suppUcating for 
Greenwich and the one- 
horse chay, till her surly 
parent alters the shake of 
unconvinced obduracy for 
the nod of unwiUing con- 
sent. We love to see the 
hen-pecked husband hum- 
bly kneeling for his Sunday 
coat and '^ the . Star and 
Garter," till M^dam, con- 
scious that the Captain is 
secreted in the closet, trans- 



mistress of a colonel ; Mar* 
tha would never have been 
the wife of a comet; iiydia 
would never have been tied 
to age, ugliness, and gout, 
if these unfortunate victims 
had studied in early youth 
the art of saying " No," 

Short — strong — sharp — 
q^uaint Monosyllable ! For- 
cible, convincing, argumen<^ 
tative, indisputable No ! 
How we delight in thy ex- 
pressive- sound ! We love 
to hear the Miss of fifteen 
plaguing her uncle for her 
Chnstmas ball, till Square- 
toes, finding vain the ex- 
cuses of auction, finishes 
the negociation with the 
" No " of authority. We 
love to hear the enamoured 
swain pouring forth his 
raptures at the feet of an 
inexorable Mistress, till the 
lady changes her key from 
the quiet hint of indiffer- 
ence to the decided " No " 
of aversion. We love to 
hear the schoolboy suppli- 
cating a remission of nis 
sentence, until his sable 
judge alters the " I can't" 
of sorrowful necessity, to 
the ** No " of inflexible in- 
dignation. We love — but 



138 



THX ETOXXAV. 



mutes the " No^ of author 
ritatire detention into the 
" Yes^ of immediate dis- 
mis8ion.-^We love — ^but it 
its time to bring oiu: treatise 
to a conclusion^ and we will 
merely observe, that when- 
ever we see Beauty without 
a husband, or Talent with- 
out a place; whenever we 
hear a lady considered an 
old maid, or a gentleman 
voted a bore, we turn from 
the aight in melancholy 
mood, and whisper to our- 
selves, — " This comes pf 
not bong able to say * Yes.'*'' 

J. L. 



it is time for us to 
our treatise to a concli 
and we will merely obi 
that whenever we see i 
engaged in a duel su 
his will, or in a dej 

Xnst his consci 
never we see a p 
accepting of a place, 
beauty united to a I 
head, we turn frcMi 
sight in disgust, and 
ter to ourselves, — " 
comes of not being al 
say ' No.' " 

] 
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I. 



TwAS silence all — the glorious Sun 
His daily race of life had run, 
The moon her silver lamp had spread 
Refulgent over Hanga's head, 
And, o'er each hut and lordly tower, 
Soft Sleep had spread his balmy power 
But when at morn, with giant stride. 
The Sun repaired his golden tide, 
The rising winds impetuous bore 
Loud shouts along the winding shore. 
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And Lapland hills returned the sound. 
And dale and grot re-echoed round ; 
In flinty splendor Hanga's rock 
Received with joy the mighty shock, 
And Heaven itself, with arch serene, 
Gaxed eager on the wondrous scenes 

11. 

No steeds in gorgeous trappings prance. 
No warrior points his featfaier'd lance, 
It is not war's new-kindled sound 
That rushes o'er the groaning ground. 
No hatchet glittering in the way. 
No trumpet shrill — no opening bay 
Of dogs impatient for the chase 
Proclaims tlie panting courser's race. 
But Lapland's sons and Lapland's dames 
Stand gazing o'er the rising flames, 
And watch with pious ken the fire 
To Heaven's blue- vaulted arch aspire ; 
For woe to him whose impious breast 
Shall scorn great Odin's hallow'd feast, 
Who shall no^ hear his country's call 
To hail the mighty Festival! 

III. 

The flames rise high — the trembling sod 
Scarce bears the host's unnumber'd tread. 

And hearts invoke the Guardian God 
To watch above each suppliant's head : 

Bjit still each breast, with chiefest zeal, 

Burns anxious for its country's weal, 

And calls the Arbiter of Fate 

To spread his wings o'er Lapland's State ; 

^ot each with patriotic eye, 

Can mark his son, his fatfier, die ; 

And praise the spirit that flits away 
Amid the heart-drop's purple flood. 
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And glory that be prized thie day 

Of life below bis Country's good. 
Sucb Lapland's sons. Eiicfa bosom pray'd 
To Odin s ever-watcbful sbade— * 
Odin — ^wbo, li^ng, ever saw ' . 

Whole armies quail beneath bid tied; 
Dying, became a nation's awe, 

His Country's friend — ^his Country's God. 



ODE TO DESPAIR. 

Hence! Fiend of Hell, who lov^st to brood 

O'er sad misfortune's load of woe, 
And snatch with haste, aff sweetest food, 

The tears that pain has forced to flow : 
^ Nor here, thou stern, relentless Power, 
Prepare to blast each sweetest flower, 
That ^er adorns life's tedious way, 
And blooms in gentle youth, and blushes while 't is Ma 

Hence^for not here the guilty soul. 

The conscience-stricken breast thou It find, 

Whom Virtue's laws could ne'er control^ 
Whom Honour's pledge could n^er bind. 

With such as these thou lov'st to dwell, 

And give to life the pangs of hell ; 

While all around fell woes appear. 

Sharp Pain, and moody Hate, and self-avoiding Fear. 

To thee is sweet the lonely heart 

That owns no tie of love on earth, 
To ease it from the frequent smart 

That lurks beneath the veil qf mirth ; 
Upon whose drear and desert state. 
Not one last ling'ring*ray may wait, 
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Of all that once was previous here, 

Of all that beauty gave, or happiness made dear. 

To thee is sweet the maddened breast 

That Fury's boiling passions tear, 
That knows no interval of res^ 

From bitterest pangs the frame can bear^ 
^To thee is sweet the cold glazed eye. 
That glares in hideous vacancy ; 
To thee is sweet the gaspmg breath, 
The blood-bespatter'd hand, and agony of Death. 

' Go, search thee out the blasted heath. 

Where Madness walks his nightly round, 
Where the owl shrieks, and deeds of death 
Are whisper'd in the night- wind's sound. 
Go, search diee out the darksome shed. 
Where Crime conceals his guilty head. 
Strikes o'er again the last death-blow. 
And hears in every gale the footsteps of a foe^ 

Qo, search thee out the wretch accursed. 

Who thinks no hope for him remains, 
Whose spleen, by sin and malice nursed, 

Writhing beneath disease's pains, 
He vents alike 'gainst Man and God, 
Careless of all that o'er him nod. 
Of all the terrors Fear inspires. 
Of adamantine chains that wait, and penal fires. 

Father of Heav'n, Almighty Power ! 

Let not such pangs this heart infest ; 
Let not Despair's revengeful hour 

Afflict thy lowly suppliant's breast : 
Give me the soul, that nobly great 
Can m^t unmoved the shock of fate ; 
Bear — firmly bear — Misfortune's blow, 
And smile beneath the weight and bitterness of woe. 
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Grant me, though doom'd hy thee to dram 
Its bitterest dreg from Sorrow's bowl, 

Grant me to smile beneath the pain 
That racks, but not subdues, my soul. 

Grant me the calm, though tortu^ mind, 

Hopeless and friendless — ^yet resigned ; 

And let me scorn ^e coward's cry^ 

Whom misery can move to " curse his (jod, and die." 

S. D. 



THOUGHTS ON THE WORDS •• TURN OUT." 



•* We all, in our Turns, Turn out.** — Somg. 

TuBN Out ! ! ! There are in the English h 
no two words which act so forcibly in exciting sympatBj 
and compassion. There is in them a melancholy cs^ 
dence, beautifully corresponding with the sadness (h the 
idea which they express : they awaken in a moment the 
tenderest recollections, and the most anxious forebod- 
ings : there is in them a talismanic charm which influ- 
ences alike all ages and all dispositions ; the Churdi^ 
the Bar, and the Senate, are all comprised in the nuige 
of its operation: indeed we believe that in no pn^esiioD, 
in no rank of life, we shall find the man who can medi- 
tate, without an inward feeling of mental depression, on 
the simple, the unstudied, the unaffected pathos of the 
words " Turn out.*" 

Is it not extraordinary, that when the idea is in itself 
so tragic, and ^ves birth to such sombre senaatioiu» 
Melpomene should have altogether n^leeted the illus- 
tration of it ? Ii it not still m<Hre extraordinary that 
her . sportive sister Thalia should have dmred indeoo- 
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>usly to jest ^th a subject so entirely unsuited to her 
en ? To take our meaning from its veil of metaphor, 
; it not extraordinary that Mr. Eenney. should have 
Titten a farce on the words " Turn Out ?" We re- 
ard Mr, Kenney V farce as a sacrilege, a profanation, 
biu*lesque of tne best feelings of our nature ; and in 

e'te of the ingenuity of the writer, and the talents of 
i performers, humanity and its attendant prejudices 
evolt in disgust from me scene which endeavours to 
aise a laugh by a parody of so melancholy a topic 

It is not difficult to account for the pensive feelings 
^ch are excited by these words : they recall forcibly 
•o our mind the uncertainty of all human concerns ; 
hej bid us think on the sad truth, that from power, 
itoa^ affluence, from happiness, we may be ^^ turned 
mt^ at a minute^s warning ; they whisper to us that the 
Iciaeof life is held on a precarious tenure, subject to 
the will of a Providence which we can ndilier control 
m foresee ; they oblige us to look forward*to that un- 
dtteovered country, from whose dark limits we would 
bm avert our eyes ; they convince us of the truth of the 
deqponding expression of the Psalmist, ^^ Man is but a 
tiuQg of nought, his time passeth away like a shadow.*" 

Are not these the reflections of every thinking mind ? 
K they are not, we must entreat the indulgence of our 
readers for the mekndiolv pleasure we take in the di&> 
GMMon of the subject. The words may indeed be mxxte 
4um ordinarily affecting to us, inasmuch as they remind 
}tt of a fiiena who in nis life was ^^ turned out^ from 
<ByeiY thing that life can bestow, but who in his death 
>hall never be *^ turned out^ from that consolatory tri- 
httte to his Manes,— -the recollection of a sincere friend. 
Poor Gilbert ! the occurrences of his eventful existence 
^^d indeed furnish materials for the poet or the mo- 
^fist, for a tragedy of five acts, or a nomily of fifty 
heida, . His fiither always piD{^iesied he woula tttrn out 
^ great man ; .and yet the poor fellow did nothing but 
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turn outy and never became a great man. At fdurteen 
he turned out with a bargeman, and lost an ^e; at 
seventeen he was turned out from Eton, and lost King^s; 
at three-and-twenty he was turned out of his father^s 
will, and lost a thousand a^year ; at four-^and-twenty he 
was turned out of a tandem, and lost the long odds ; at 
five-and-twenty he was turned out of a place, and loit 
all patience ; at six-and-twenty he was turned out of the 
affections of his mistress, and lost his last hope; at 
seven-«nd-twenty he was turned out of a gaming-house, 
where he lost his last farthing. Gilbert died about a 
year ago, after existing for some time in a miserabk 
state of dependence upon a rich uncle. To the last he 
was fond of narrating to his friends the vicissitudes of 
his life, which he constantly concluded in the followii^ 
manner :— " So, gentlemen, I have been turning out 
during my whole life ; you now see me on the brink rf 
the grave, and I don'^t care how soon I turn in,^ 

We had not heard from him for a considerable space 
of time, arid were beginning to wonder at his protracted 
sileniee, when a friend who was studying the Mondng 
Post apprized us of his decease by the following excliu 
mation : — " My God ! old Gilbert ^s dead ! here's a 
quaint turn out !'' 

Alas ! how often does it happen that we are not aware 
of the value of the blessings we enjoy, until chance or 
destiny has taken them from us. This has been the 
case in our acquaintance with our lamented coinpanion. 
How bitterly do we now regret that we did not, while 
his life was spared, make use of his inestimable experi- 
ence to collect some instructions on the art of tuniing 
out, both in the active and the neuter signification w 
the words. For surely no two things are more difficult, 
than the ^ving or receiving of a dismissal. To go 
through the one with civility, and the other with firm- 
ness, IS indeed a rare talent, which every man of the 
world should study to attain. 
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When we consider the various chances and vicissitudes 
hich await the citizens of our Uttle commonwealth in 
i«r progress through.hfe ; when we recollect that some 
f them will enter into political life, in order to be 
uned out of their places ; others will enjoy the titular 
istinction of M. P., that they may be turned out of 
i^r seats the next election ; while others again, by an 
itBchment to Chancery expedition, will endeavour to get 
imed out of their estates ; — ^it is surely worth while to 
estow a little attention upon the most proper mode of 
e)iaving under these unfortunate circumstances. 

Mr. Mbnxton receives a turn out better than any poli-» 
ical man of our acquaintance. It was of him that Sir 
kndrew Freeman, a Hertfordshire Independent, who, 
3 do him justice, would be witty if he could, broached 
he celebrated remark : — " He has turned out so often, 
hat I should think he's turned wrong side out by this 
ime."" Mr. Monxton is indeed a phenomenon m his 
Ktay, The smile he wears on coming into ojHce differs 
n no respect from that which he assumes on resigning 
ill his employments. He departs from the enjoyment 
of place and power, not with the gravity of a disap^ 
pcnnted minister, but with the self-satiirfied air of a suc^ 
CiK^ful courtier. The tact, with which he conceals the 
inward vexation of spirit beneath an outward serenity of 
countenance, is to us a matter of astonishment. When 
we have heard him discussing his resignation with a sim- 
per on his face, and a jest on his lip, we have often 
fancied that Mr. Kemble would appear to us in the same 
light, were \ie to dehver Wolsey's soliloquy with the 
ittitudes and the gestures of a harlequin in a pantomime. 
Juvenile pohticians cannot propose to themselves, in 
this line dT their profession, a better model than Mr. 
Mon^cton. 

Nor is this art less worthy the attention of the fair sex. 
There are very few ladies who have the talent of dis- 
missing a lover in proper style. There are many who 
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reject with so authoritative a demeanour, that they 
hiin, as an acquaintance, whom they only wish to 
off as a dangler ; there are many again who study < 
lity to such an extent, that we tnow not whether t 
reject or receive, and have no small difficulty in dis 
guishing their smile from their frown. The deep 
sincere mterest which we feel in all matters relatm| 
the advantage or improvement of the fair sex, indi 
us to suggest that an Academy, or a Seminary, a 
Establishment, should be forthwith instituted {or 
instruction of young ladies not exceeding thirty year 
age, in the most approved method of saying " T 
Out."" So far indeed has our zeal in. this laudable 
dertaking carried' us, that we have actually conuni 
cated Our ideas upon the subject to a lady, who, to qi 
from her own advertisement, " enjoys the advtmti 
of an excellent education, an unblemished charac 
and an amiable disposition."" We are happy to inf< 
our friends and the public in general, that Mrs. & 
kins has promised to devote her attention to this hn 
of female education. By the iend of next month 
hopes to be quite competent to the instruction of pu 
in every mode of expressing " Turn Out^ — the Disi 
Hint, the Silent Bow, the Positive Cut, the Courte 
Repulse, and the Absolute Rejection. We trust i 
due encouragement will be given to a scheme of si 
general utility. 

In the mean time, until such Academy, or Semidi 
or Establishment shall be opened, y[e invite our 
readers to the study of an excellent model in the per 
of Carohne Mowbray. Caroline has now seven-i 
twenty lovers, all of whom have successively been 
favour, and have been successively turned out. Yei 
skilfully has she modified her severity, that in n 
cases she has destroyed Hope without extinguisli 
Love : the victims of her caprice continue her sla^ 
and are proud of her hand in the dance, although fl 
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despair of obtaining it at the altar. The twenty-seventh 
name was added to the list of her admirers last week, 
and was (with the most heartfelt regret we state it), no 
less a personage than the Hon. Grerard Montgomery. — 
Alas ! unfortunate Grerard ! — 

** Quantd laboras in Charybdi, 
Digne puer meliore flaming." 

He had entertained tR for some time with accounts of 
the preference with which he was honoured by this mi- 
racle of obduracy, and at last, by dint of long and ear-^ 
nest entreaty, prevailed upon us to be ourselves witness 
to the power he had obtamed over her affections. We 
set out therefore not without a considerable suspicion of 
the manner in which our expedition would terminate, 
and inwardly anticipated the jests which *^ The King of 
Clubs'* would infalhbly broach upon the subject of Ge- 
rard's " 2\im Outr 

Nothing occurred of any importance during our ride : 
Crerard talked much of Cupids, and Hymen ; but inas- 
much as we were not partakers of his passion, we could 
not reasonably be expected to partake of his inspiration. 
Upon our arrival at Mowbray Lodge, we were shown 
into a room so crowded with company, that we almost 
fanded we had been ushered into the EarPs levee, instead 
of his daughter's drawing-room. The eye of a lover, 
however, was more keen. Grerard soon perceived the 
Goddess of the Shrine receiving the incense of adulation 
from a crowd of votaries. Amongst these he immediately 
enrolled himself, while we, apprehensive that our com- 
pany might be troublesome to him, hung back, and be- 
came imperceptibly engaged in conversation with some 
g^tlemen of our acquaintance. To speak the truth, on 
our way to " the Lodge" these " Thoughts on Turn 
Oui" had been the subject of our reveries, and whatever 
^ expiea3ions oropinions we heard around us, appeared to 
*. eomcide with the cogitations with wliich we were occupied. 
I H 2 
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We first l)ecame much interested in the laments of an old 
gentleman who was bewaiUng the " Turn Out*" of a 

friend at the last election for the county of • . Next 

we listened to an Episode from a Dandy, who was dis- 
cussing the extraordinary coat "turned out'' by Mr. 
Michael Oakley at the last county ball. Finally we were 
engaged in a desperate argument with a Wiccamist, upon 
the comparative degree of talent " turned out" fitnn each 
of the publick schools during the last ten years. Of course 
we proceeded to advocate the cause of our. foster-mother, 
a^nst the pretensions of our numerous find illustrious 
rivals. Alas ! we felt our un worthiness to stand forward 
ais Etona's panegyrist, but we made up in enthusiasm what 
we wanted in ability. We ran over with volubility the 
names of those thrice-honoUred models, whose deserved 
success is constantly the theme of applause, and the life- 
spring of emulation among their successors. We had just 
brought pur catalogue down to the names of our more im- 
mediate forerunners, and were -dwelling with much com- 
placency on the abilities which have during the last few 
years so nobly supported the fair fame of Eton at the 
Universities, when our eye was caught by the countenance 
of our Hon. Friend, which, at this moment, wore an- ap- 
pearance of such unusual despondence, that we hastened 
immediately to investigate the cause. Upon inquiry, we 
learned that Montgomery was most romantically dis- 
pleased, because Caroline had refused to sing an air of 
which he was passionately fond. We found we had just 
arrived in time for the finale of the dispute. " And so 
you can't sing this to obUge me.^'' said Grerard. Caroline , 
looked refusal. " I shall know better than to expect 
such a condescension again,^ said Gerard, with a low sig^. 
** Tant mieux r saia CaroUne, with a low courtesy. 
The audience were unanimous in. an unfeeling laugh, m 
the midst of which Gerard made a precipitate retreat, or 
as O^Connor expresses it, " ran away like mad," arid we 
followed him as well as we could, though certainly not 
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passibus (tquis^ As we moved to the door we could 
ar sundry criticisms on the scene. " Articles of eject- 
^nt P 'said a limb of the law. " The favourite distanced !** 
led a Newmarket Squire, " I did not think the breach 
acticable I'' observed a gentleman in regimentals. We 
ertook the unfortunate object of all these comments 
tout a hundred yards from the house. His woe-begone 
^untenance might well have stopped our malicious dispo- 
aon to jocularity ; nevertheless we could not refrain from 
hispering in his ear — " Grerard! a decided Turn outP 
I oeg your pardon,**^ said the poor fellow, minghng a 
aile for his pun with a tear for his disappointment, " I 
3g your paraon; — I consider it a decided take in,'^ 

¥. W. 



THE MISERIES OF CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 

TO MR. COURTENAY. 
** Fanum/w/rtf Vacunae." — Hor. 

Sir, — I know it is the general opinion that his few 
eeks^ Holidays -are the happiest part of a schoolboy"*s 
ustence, and that the prospect of going home, with its 
leasant and natural accompaniments of cessation from 
iflsons add from flogging, are the only means by which 
e is enabled to keep up his spirits, under the heavy load 
iid pressure of necessary discipline. This, however, is 
aking it for granted that a schoolboy is of course un- 
lappy ; whicn I, as an Etonian, must for my own part 
[natively deny: but at the same time I am forced to allow, 
although perhaps it may be injurious to my argument, 
that I begin to feel most uncomfortably, when the busy 
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preparations of my joyful community remind me of what, 
of my own accord, I should never wish to recollect— that 
the Holidays are approaching. You will probably, by 
this time, be able to conjecture, that I am a sober steady 
youth, and not one hkely to endanger his neck for die 
sake of a boyish bravado, by starting ^m 'EUm in a 
wretched tandem, torturing myself by riding a lame hack, 
or whisking away in that most ungentlemaimke of all con- 
veyances, a post-<;haise and four. In truth, I am usually 
content with a stage-coach ; the miseries of that convey- 
ance are so well known, and so universally experienced, 
that they need no description: perhaps, however, they 
may be tnought rather increased by the length of my jour- 
ney, which requires a day and night for its completion, 
and by the cold of Christmas, which is the time to which 
I particularly allude. I usually reach Swinburne House 
about seven o'^clock in the evening. The moment that 
the noise of the wheels is heard, the hall doors fly open, 
and all the old servants come forward to hand me out of 
the carriage, to inquire after my health, and pay their ear- 
liest respects to " Young Master.*" After this, fatigued as 
I am, I have to receive the hugs, kisses, and questions of 
the whole family, assembled around a blazing wood fire 
in the dining-room, with the bottles and dessert still 
standing on the table, and an elbow chair placed for my 
reception in the chimney corner. Oh ! the kind inquiries 
and compassionate looks which I receive, when I stretch 
out my numbed and shivering hands to the blaze, while, 
in spite of trying to look as happy and merry as I' can, my 
teetn betray me with their involuntary chattering ! " How 
happy he must be!'' is the general cry;— one proposes, 
a hot dinner; another rings the bell for the purpose ; my 
old Aunt seldom fails to stand up for the superior efficacy 
of a refreshing cup of warm tea after a journey. All 
these prescriptions generally end in my taking a glass of 
wine to drink the healths oi the party, and setting off to 
bed, happy and tired. Although I declare myself averse 
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3 leaving Eton, when I am comfortably settled there, 
nd indeed to the general tenor of my vacation, I should 
>e both ungrateful and unfeeling if I could receive so 
nany hearty welcomes, and so many affectionate good 
nrishes, without a sweet emotion of joy — if I could visit, 
inthout a sensible pleasure, the spot endeared to me by the 
recollection of my birth and my boyhood ; where I have 
JO often played, and laughed, and wept; where every 
nook and cranny is the scene of some ancient enjoyment. 
In fact I always consider the first the happiest night of 
the Holidays, and lay myself down with wearied hmbs 
and agreeable thoughts ; perhaps too in some degree com- 
forted, by the knowledge that I have that Uberty which 
is denied me at school, of lifting up my head without the 
danger of breaking it. 

The next day passes pleasantly enough, being em- 
ployed in a ride round the premises, and in looking at the 
improvements — ^perhaps some road or footpath turned, 
which interfered with the young plantations, and from 
whence the passenger used to stray and wander over the 
park, to the great annoyance of the proprietors ; some 
im^htly cottages knocked down, or whitewashed and 
beautifiea ; some clumps of forest trees disposed in dif- 
ferent directions, either to hide a disagreeable object, or to 
provide against the decay of the venerable old oaks, which 
my father wisely considers must at some time happen, 
although they are preserved with the most reUgious at- 
tention. He is always my companion in this excursion, 
Joints out what he has done, and expatiates with true 
eUghl upon the advantage of the alterations and the 
novelties, of which he is as proud as any country squire in 
England. Sometimes too, I am called upon to admire 
the superior farming of a favourite tenant, who, as I am 
told, has just introduced, in spite of all prejudices, a new 
and enlightened mode of agriculture, tne success oS 
which is fiiUy exemplified by the flourishing appearance 
of his drilled wheat, the healthy plant of winter turnips, 
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and the fine, condition of his sheep and oxen. This, re* 
peated every day, would be very tedious ; however, it 
might be better than doing nothing, which is positively 
iny unwelcome condition. After breakfast, or even 
earUer, all the members of the family who can mount a 
horse, or pull a trigger, set out, according to their dif- 
ferent inchnations, either on hunting or shooting parties. 
Now both of these pursuits I utterly detest ; ana fishing, 
which is my only and principal pleasure, is totally pre- 
vented by the coldness of the weather and unfitness of 
the season. 

I dare say you, Mr. Editor, or any other com- 
passionate person, will readily pity me, left to myself to 
write a soUtary letter, or to explore the treasures of the 
dusty book-shelves — a sort of invasion which the ancient 
folios have not felt for the last fifty years.. ''Tis true I 
now and then encounter the clergyman of the parish, who 
has free admission to this seat of learning; but he is a 
very poor librarian, for he only knows a few volumes of 
divinity ; and, being an elderly gentleman, is so hete- 
rodox and obsolete in his classical opinions, that he has 
often put me into a rage by disputing Porsorfs learning, 
and is still inchned to. reject the doctrine of the Di- 
gamma. In addition to this, he is "very pertinacious in 
argument, more of a metaphysician than philosof^er, 
and more of a schoolman than either, totally ignorant of 
modem Uteratui:e, vhich he holds beneath him, and im- 
bued with rigid notions of discipline ; so that I can never 
converse with him pleasantly ; and I always perceive an 
involuntary shrug of his shoulders, and contortion* of his 
visage, whenever the name of Eton is mentioned ; and 
indeed he has often favoured me with some very sharp 
and illiberal attacks on the frivolous system (as he terms 
it,) of learning pursued there, whicn nothing but his 
grey head deters me from returning. In such*compsAy 
there is little to learn, and still less-to enjoy ; so I generally 
go out of the room, and leave the clergyman to his books 
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sermon-making. The question again occurs to me, 
at is to be done ? To nde by myself is impossible ; 

tvith my mother and aunt in the carriage to the 
town is still worse; so my "deliberation generally 

1 in my putting on a ffreat-<x)at and' gaiters, and 
Qg a turn or two on the gravel terrace behind the 
se. Sometimes I extend my walk as far as the gar- 

and pace along the sunny southern wall ; or, as an 
aordinary effort, saunter through the hot-houses and 
ervatories, and try to fancy myself transported again 
le natural warmtn and beauties of summer. Once, 
only once, my younger brothers half-dragged, half. 
ed me down to a pond at no great distance, where 

had been at the trouble of making a slide, and fan- 
that it would be a great pleasure to me if I could 
dare to exercise myself upon it. They tried every 
OS of persuasion, showed me over and over again 

easily, safely', and pleasantly they glided along, 
at last enticed me to attempt tne passage. You may 
;ine the consequence ; one foot slipped away from 
other, and down I fell. Fortunately the ice sup- 
ad my weight,, and, with some difficulty, I raised 
df up, sorely bruised and dirtied, with the satisfaction 
general laugh against me. My retreat was rapidly 
ted, and I resolutely vowed to be wiser in future. 
1 almost forgotten to mention that some time mnce 
ather, though he professed that he could not exactly 
le use of it, after many entreaties, consented to become 
Mcriber to the book-club at the county town. Great 
the pleasure that I promised myself from this indul- 
e : put now my sentiments are altered, and I begin 
link that my father was right in his first judgment. 
HI wish to know the reasons, I need merely mention, 
on my last arrival here, I found, as a ffreat novelty, 
ired for my particular amusement, me first series 
e " Tales of My Landlord.*" If this had been in- 
mal you might have called it well contrived, for 

h5 
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really I had almost forgotten them, if it be possible to 
forget such interesting writings. 

As I hate of all things the stiff formality of a crowded 
drawing-room, I generally enter as late as possible, and 
creep to a comer, contenting myself with answering mj 
nearest neighbour. This, too, is my case at dinner, 
where most of the conversation turns upon the traii»^ 
actions of the day ; and, since I have no share in these, of 
course I cannot enjoy the description, although it is 
highly seasoned, and ornamented with every technical 
illustration. Very often a long argument about'the con- 
duct of the County Members, and from thence, by an 
easy digression, the late proceedings in Parliament, en- 

f^oss every body's attention except mine, for I care as 
ttle as may be for either party, and consider myself 
totaUy unfit to form' A judgment on any such matters. 
The furious spirit and gestures of the combatants please 
me just in the same way as the contest of prize-fighters 
do an amateur ; besides, tHe noise overpowers the knhres 
and forks, which are sometimes heard, with an ominous 
clatter, above the sound of our ordinary conversation. 
Some dashing young fox-hunter* frequently asks me, 
whether we naa not a hard run lately at the rebellion? 
whether I was in at the death ? how many were aw/if? 
Upon my ^.nswering, as far as I understood hiin, that I 
thought it a foolish piece of business, and had nothing to 
do with it, it is easy to perceive that he sets me down as 
a Sawney, Another inquires, as a piece of general in- 
fcmnatioh, how many boys there are at Eton ? This is 
a puzzler, for I never taKe the trouble to count the list; 
however, about 600 is nearly sure to be right. Thei I 
am dreadfully alarmed by a female voice from the timof 
the table, — '^ Pray do you know your schoolfellow, Mr. 
Tayl<wr'g son ?'' I immediately excuse myself, by ob- 
serving there are so many Taylors that it is imposahle 
to distinguish to which of them the lady alludes. Aftei 
a miaute^s interval of consideration, I hear the ominous 
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sound of her friend'^s Christian name, m a satisfied tone 
and expression, which is quickly changed for an utter- 
ance of surprise, when I confess that this only adds to 
my difficulty ^ and all the mark, of looks, size, and dis- 
position, are resorted to in vain. Sometimes I cannot 
use this evasion, and am obliged to own that I do kno^ 
a little of the object of inquiry. This is not sufficient ; 
I am expected to understand his temper, his abilities, his 
character, — in fact, to use the querists expres^on, ^^ all 
about to hinL^ I find myself placed in a terrible di- 
lemma, between the fear of offending and telling a lie ; 
to get out of which I am, in self-ckfence, obliged to 
avow' that I have but few intimate fiiends, and that I 
am not acquainted even by name with half my school* 
fellows. This is certain to astonish every one, and I am 
considered, if not a'blockhead, at least a very extraordi- 
nary and singular youth, and one who has very little inter* 
ooorse with nis eq^s. As I neither like wine nor pohtics, 
I contrive to steal away, after some time, unperceived 
from the dessert, and retire to my chamber to compose 
a few lines of my holiday task, which becomes a plea- 
sure, solely because it is an occupation, or to doze over 
a rusty old novel ; then, with singular success, I unite 
myself to the merry party, just as they are on the point 
of altering the drawing-room. 

I am usually severely dismayed when I understand 
that we are to accept the invitation of some of our neigh- 
boars ; and, feeling obliged to go, I solace myself with 
the reflection that I may, perhaps, in the course of pur- 
gatory, meet with some congenial spirit in the shape of a 
stranger. But all these frights are trifling and imaginary 
oampared to the terror with which I heard it once pro- 
posed and unanimously resolved (for my alarm completely 
stopped iny dissentient voice) that we should give a 
grand ball ; and, to my additional consternation, give it 
Ml my birth-day. In vain did I protest, as soon as my 
itterance returned, that dancing was my utter abhorrence, 
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that I neither knew steps nor time ; and conjured them most 
earnestly, if they really ¥iished to gratify me, to put.off this 
entertainment, at least till I had gone to Eton, which would 
only occasion the delay af^ a day or two. All my objections 
were overruled ; they were ascribed to my usual shynessand 
ipodetty. I, forsooth, should cut as good a figure as mqr 
body ; how could I refuse, unless under pain of being 
laughed at by the whole county ? Besides, it was necessary 
for me to lead off the ball ; and they even went so far as to 
ask me, out of all the fair ladies, whom I would honour 
by requesting her hand. Resistance was vain ; so I 
feigned acquiescence, looked more happy than usual as 
the day approached, and pretended great anxiety lest 
the artist should not arrive in time to chalk the floors, 
or lest an ill-natured fall erf snow should totally prevent 
the intended fete. Little did the good people foresee 
my resolution, or they would have taken all bars and 
' jbolts far out of my reach. On the fjtal evening, when 
I should have been employed in preparing myself for 
the gaiety, I secured the door of my bed-room, and re- 
mained mere, stoutly resisting all external communica- 
tions. Messenger after messenger announced that the 
company were arriving, that they had aU come together, 
and that the ball was at a stand on my account .To 
each of these I gave evasive answers ; but when all my 
brothers besieged my fortress, I positively told them 
that I would not surrender, and that I did not intend 
to appear. This final determination I suspected would 
bring up more authoritative deputies, so I jumped into 
bed, and was soon lulled to sleep by the distant sound 
of the music and the merry feiet of tne dancers. I was 
almost ashamed to shew myself the next morning at the 
breakfast table. However, I wisely considered that I 
might as well encounter all the blame or laugh at once. 
My mother thought it was very odd that a young maA 
of my age ^omd dislike dancing, and instanced the 
splendid display which many of my equals made on tb^ 
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«diiig nij^t. My father rathei defended my con% 
b, and said that he did not scse why Mat should 
ce if he did not like it. My aunt was fortunately so 
eked up by her fatigues^ that she drank her refresh^ 
tea by herself up stairs. I congratulated myself on 
ing escaped so easily ; indeed, I beUeve few knew 
reiEd reason of my absence, for sudden illness was al- 
d as the causes All suspicions, which are generaUy 
rbusy in our county, gradually died away, for I 
ily soon after returned to Eton, where I now remain, 
which I shall be the more sorry to leave, since " The 
g of Clubs^ has published its amuang lucubrations, 
nave the honour. Sir, to remain your constant ad- 
?r in every thing (the punch-bowl excepted) 

Matthew Swinbuene. 



THE CONFESSION OF DON CARLOS. 



(loosely imitated from the SPANISH^) 

O TELL not me of broken vow — 

i speak a firmer passion now ; 

O ! tell not me of shattered chain — 

The link shall never burst again ; 

My soul is fix'd as firmly here 

As the red Sun in his career ; 

As Victory on Mina's crest, 

Or Tenderness in Rosa's breast, 

Then do not tell me, while we part, 

Of fickle flame, ^nd roving heart ; 

While Youth shall bow at Beauty's shrine. 

That flame shall glow — that heart be thine. 
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. Then wherefore dost thou bid me tell 
The tale thy malice knows so well ? 
I may not disobey thee ! — Yes I 
Thou bidst me, — and I wUl confess i — 
See how adoringly I kneel — 
Hear how my folly I reveal ; 
My folly! — chide me if thou wilt, 
Thou shalt not — canst not call it — guilt. 
And when my faithlessness is told, 
Ere thou hast time to play the scold, 
I '11 haste the fond rebuke to check. 
And lean upon thy snowy neck. 
Play with its glossy auburn' hair, * - 
And hide the blush of falsehood there. 

Inez, the innocent and young. 
First snared my heart, and waked my song; 
We both were harmless, and untaught 
To love as fashionables ought ; 
With all the modesty of youth, 
We talk'd of constancy and truth ; 
Grew fond of Music, and the Moon, 
And wander'd on the nights of June, 
To sit beneath the chesnut tree. 
While the lonely stars shone mellowly, 
Shedding a pale and dancing beam 
On the wave of Guadalquivir's stream. 
And aye we talk'd of faith and Cbelings, . 
With no distrustings, no concealings ; 
And aye we joy*d in stolen glances. 
And sigh'd, and blush'd, and read Romances. 
Our love ^^sls ardent and sincere, — 
And lasted, Rosa — haclf a year ! 
And then the maid grew fickle-hearted. 
Married Don Jose — so we parted. 
At twenty-oiie, I Ve often heard. 
My bashfiilness was quite absurd ; 
For, with a squeamishness uncommon, 
I fear'd to love a married woman. 
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Fair Leonora*8 laughing eye 
Again awaked my song and sigh : 
A gay intriguing dame was she ; 
And fifty Dons of high degree, 
That came and went as they were bid, 
Dubb*d her the Beauty of Madrid. 
Alas, what constant pains I took 
To merit one approving look : 
I courted Valour — and the Muse, 
Wrote challenges — and billet-doux ; 
Paid for Sherbet and Serenade, 
Fenced with Pegru and Alvarade ; 
Fought at the Bull-fights like a hero. 
Studied smaU-talk, — and the Bolero ; 
Play'd the guitar,— -and play'd the fool ; 
This out of tune, — that out of rule. 
I oft at midnight wander'd out, 
Wrapt up in love — and my capotey 
To muse on beauty — ^and the skies. 
Cold winds — and Leonora's eyes. 
Alas! when all my gains were told, . 
I 'd caught a Tartar* — ^and a cold. 
And yet perchance that lovely brow 
Had still detained my captive vow ; 
That clear blue eye's enchanting roll 
Had still enthrall'd my 3rielding somI ; 
But siiddenly a vision bright 
Came o'er me in a veil of light. 
And burst the bond whose fetters bound me. 
And broke the spell that hung around me, 
Recaird the heart that madly roved. 
And bade me love, and be beloved. 
Who was it broke the chain and spell ? 
Dark-eyed Castilian ! — thou canst tell ! 



rhe original was a Spanish idiom which we found it impossible to 
r literally : we believe it comes very near to the English expression 
I we have substitwted. P. C. 
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And am I faithless? — woe the while, 
What vow but melts at Rosa's smile ? 
For broken vows, and faith betrayed, 
The guilt is thine, Castilian maid! 

The tale is told — and I am gone : — 
Think of me, loved and lovely one, 
When none on earth shall care beside 
How Carlos lived, or loved, or died ! 
Thy love on earth shall be to me 
A bird upon a leafless tree — 
A bark upon a hopeless wave — 
A lily on a tombless grave — 
A cheering hope — a living ray, 
To light me on a weary ^ay. 

And thus is Love's Confession done; 
Give roe thy parting benison ; 
And ere I rise from bended knee, 
To wander o'er a foreign sea. 
Alone ai\d friendless, — ere I don 
My pilgrim's hat, and sandal shoon, — 
Dark-eyed Castilian ! let me win 
Forgiveness sweet for venial sin ; 
Let lonely sighs, and dreams of thee, 
Be peoance for my perjury. 



P. C. 
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SOLITUDE IN A CROWD. 



•* This is to be alone ; this, this is solitude." — Byron. 

Reader ! were you ever alone in a crowd? -If not, 

ink your stars, arid bestow a grain of pity upon those 
10 must return a different response to the question. A 
)wded solitude, if we may use such a strange expression, 
in 1k>ber sadness, as melancholy a sensation as human 
ture is capable of enduring. 

A crowded solitude ! — If you are young, thoughtless, 
d talkative, you will be astonished at the idea; and 
ere will be nothing extraordinary in your surprise. The 
cient poets,— poor ignorant souls !— have given us a very 
ferent description of being alone. They have definea 
nous kinds of solitude, suited to various descrip- 
•ns of men; but all of them are alike founded on 
staken notions and groundless prejudice. Were we 
follow their opinions, we should place the solitude of 
J lover in whisperirig groves, purling rills, and moon- 
ht ; that of the sage in a library, or an observatory ; 
It of the poet in a dish of vegetables and a Sabine farm ; 
iijbrtioriy that of the Etoman in an uncarpeted domi- 
e, with a fractured window on the one side, and a 
loking fire on the other. Is this soUtude ? Far from 
We must most strenuously contend that true solitude 
to be found in a multitude. 

We are aware that the Solitude we are now discussing 
not that which is generally understood by the term, 
any persons have probably never heard of any but a 
TH>real solitude ; that which we are describing is mehtaL 
le one is to be found in Caves and Caucasus ; the other 
Theatres and Almack^s. The former deUghts in moon- 
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shine — ^the latter in candelabras; the first sets a great 
value upon the silence and pure air of the country ; the 
second ^ves the preference to the noise and squeeze of the 
fashionable world ;— and which of these is real solitude— 
the corporeal, which is removed from the sight and hear- 
ing of all objects? or the mental, which both hears and 
sees a variety of things, and is utterly unconscious that 
it does either? 

We are distrustful of oUr powers of description, and 
will therefore endeavour to illustrate our meanmg by ex- 
amples. We are provided with plenty, for we have still 
in our recollection l^ady Mordaunfs last ** At ^ome* 
All the world was there. Whist, music, dancing, and 
last, not least, eating, were all going on in the usual 
style at the saine time; the squeeze in the rooms was 
beyond parallel in the annals of ton; and of course we 
found more'SoUtude in that evening, than we had done 
throughout the whole season. We made oiu* entr^ n^hen 
her Ladyship was in her highest glory : she was boinng 
to one, smiling to another, and coiutesying to a thira, 
and straining every nerve and feature to do the propers to 
all her guests: this, however, was as impossible as the 
mmiber of her satellites was innumerable ; the tumult was 
tremendous ; and there was so much bowing, and begging 
pardon, and getting out of the way, that it was quite im- 
practicable to advance or recede a step. Grood-breedfaig 
and bare elbows were thrust in our faces alternately; we 
with difficulty preserved our toes fix)m the frequent attadu 
made on them oy kid slippers, and with still greater diffi- 
culty preserved our hearts from the sweet smiles that said 
" I beg ten thousand pardons.*" It was a vortex of de- 
light, and we were hurried so rapidly in its eddies, that 
much time elapsed ere we were able to collect our Edito- 
rial serenity, in order to make a few observations on the 
scene before us. 

The multitude at length began very slowly to dinn- 
nish; and having lodged ourselves in an unperceiTed 
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x>mer of the Music-room, we proceeded, according to 
»ur aficient sustom, to speculate upon chanUcter. Our 
iittention was first attracted by a tall gentleman of a very 
noble appearance, who was leaning against a piUar, in an 
attitude of profound meditation. His dress was after the 
English fashion, but the cast of his features, and his short 
curfing hair, sufficiently denoted him to be a foreigner. 
His eyes were fixed directly upon its, but we satisfied our 
curiosity by an attentive survey, without fear of detection, 
as his mind was evidently some furlongs distant. UpoYi 
inquiry we heard that he was an In£an Chieftain, by 
name Teioninhokarawn, (we have doubts as to the cor- 
rectness of our orthography.) He had done considerable 
services to the British arms in the American war, and had 
now been invited by her Ladyship as the Lion of the 
Evenii^. He had been surrounded without intermission 
by a tribe of Quizzers, Loungers, and Laughers, but one 
glance was sufficient to convince us that Teioninhokarawn 
was*-— o/one. 

We observed Lady Geor^na Wilmot standing at the 
other side of the room, the very picture of fatigue. She 
had been sin^ng much, and was evidently quite ex- 
hausted. A ydung star of fashion was movmg towards 
her with a languishing step; and, as we had a strong 
curiosity to hear his address, we changed our station for 
that purpose. . " Ton my soul,^ the gentlefman be- 
gan with a bow, **you are divine to-night."" — " Am I?'* 
SKBid the lady, with a vacant gaze. — " Never heard* you in 
better voice,'' returned her assailant. Her Laayship 
knew it was the tone of flattery, so she smiled, but she 
had neither spirits nor sense sufficient to attempt an 
answer. — ^We unmediately decided that Lady Georgiana 
was — alofie. 

We next proceeded to the card-room : at first the din, 
and the disputing, and the quarrelling, was so loud, that 
we doubted wheuier we should find any sohtude there; 
but another look convinced us of oiur mistake. Lord 
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Mowbray was evidently alone. He was walking up and 
down, deliberating whether he should sacrifice hid con- 
science or his place at to-inorrow'*s division. Not less 
apparent was the sohtude of the Duchess of Codille; 
altnough her Grace was busily engaged at cassino with a 
select party of Right Honourables. She had been for a 
long time alone in the contemplation of her new brocade, 
and was recalled into company by the vociferation of her 
partner, " Rat me if I ever saw your Grace play so ill T 

We were about to retire to the ball-room, when we 
remarked our noble hostess redlining on an ottoman, 
seemingly quite exhausted with fashionable fatigue. She 
was still, however, exerting herself to do the agreabUy 
and was talking with appalling rapidity to every one who 
approached her, although utterly unconscious of what she 
heard or said. We advanced to pay our I'espects, and were 
saluted with " Ah ! my Lord ! what has kept you away so 
long? and there ""s Ellen, poor thing, dying to see you! 
Ellen, love !"' With soma difficulty we explained to her 
Ladyship that she was mistaken as to our rank. "Eh! 
Mon Dieu ! Sir Charles,"' she exclaimed, " Pardonnez— 
but I \n really dead with ennui."" We allowed ourselves to 
be knighted without further explanatiofi, and made a 
precipitate retreat, for we perceived that her Ladyship, 
after the labour of the evemng, would be very glad to be 
— alone. 

The first sui-vey we took of the ball-room presented us 
with nothing but cheerful faces and laughing eyes: at 
the second we discovered even here much and melancholy 
loneliness. There were moralists without sense, fuw 
country 'squires without acquaintance; beaux without* 
fhought, and belles without a partner. We hastened to 
make a closer study of the vanous characters which pre- 
sented themselves. 

We first addressed ourselves to Mr. Morris, a respect- 
able Member of Parliament, with whom we had become 
acqt(ainted the year before in Norfolk. " What! you're 
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ot a dancer, Mr. Morris?*" we began: " By the Lorcjif 
>ir,'' he returned, " if this Bill passes — ^"— We passed on, 
duch vexed that we had intruoed on our worthy friend's 
olitude. ! 

We were hastening to accost Maria Kelly, a very inte- 
resting girl, whose lover had lately left this coyntry for 
Nfinorca, when we were attracted by a conversation be- 
:ween an exquisite and our old acquaintance General 
Brose. " Ah! General!"" said the Dandy, " how long 
bave you ceased to foot it ?'^ '* Fftot !^ interrupted the 
Greneral, " by Jupiter! their cavalry was 10,000 strong.**** 
— The old man was decidedly a/owe. 

Before we could reach the recess in which Maria was 
sitting, she had been assailed by aif impertinent. " May 
I have the honour and fehcity — "" he began. The poor 
girl started from her reverie with a sort of vacant gaze, 
and replied, " he sailed last Tuesday, Sir !^ " Sola in 
acca,'' said the iijipertinent, and lounged on. We had 
not the barbarity to speak to her. 

Old Tom Morley, me misanthrope, had been admiring 

a wax taper in an unthinking sort of way ever since we 

entered the iwm ; we went up prepared to be witty upon 

him; but we had hardly openea our mouth when he cut 

us short with '* For God's sake leave me alone !'' and we 

left him almie, \ We were proceeding in our observations, 

when we saw Ellen Mordaunt, the beautiful daughter of 

our hostess, surrounded by a set of dashing young officers, 

at the other end of the room. We had just began to 

exanune the features of one of them, who was somewhat 

SDutten, and appeared prodigiously alone j when the idol 

herself turned upon us that bright and fascinating eye, 

'< Which but to see is to admire. 

And oh ! forgive the word,— to love !" 

Wehadoririnally inserted here a'rhapsody on EUen's 
jfJance, which would have occupied, as our printer assures 
^^9 three pages and a half; but, in mercy to our friends. 
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we have erased this, and shall content ourselves with 
stating that we were alone for at least ten minutes, before 
we recollected thai it was five o^clock, and that we ou^ 
to think of retiring from the solitude of Lady Mordaunt^s 
" At Home,'' . 

F. G. 



POLITENESS AND POLITESSE. 

" I cannot bear a French metropoKs." — Johnson. 

We have headed our article with two wtards which are 
very often, and certainly very improperly, confounded 
together. Nobody needs to be told that tne one is firom 
the English, the other from the French vocabulary; but 
there may perhaps be some who will be surprised to. hear 
that the one expresses an English, the other a French 
quality. 

Frown if you will, Monsieur Duclos, we must nodn- 
tain that the English are the only people who have a 
true idea of politeness. If we are wrong, our erroir may 
be excused tor the feeling which prompts it ; but we be- 
lieve we are right, and we will try- to make our readers 
believe so. 

The English are kind in their Politeness; — ^the Fr^wJi 
are officious in their Politesse: the PoUteness of the 
Enghsh is shown in actions ; — ^the Po|itesse of the 
French evaporates in sound : EngUsh Politeness is al- 
ways disinterested ; — French Politesse is too often 
pronapted by selfishness. 

When we consider the various forms of these quali- 
ties, we appear to be discriminating between the rival 
merits of two contending beauties, who reign with equal 
dominion, and divide the admiration of an adoring 



- \ 
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world. There are many who prefer the ingenuous deli- 
cacy of Politeness, and we congratulate them on their 
truly English yc«6Vig; — there are perhaps more who are 
attracted . by the coquettish vivacity of Pohtes^, and 
We do not envy them their French taste. 

A variety of instances of both these traits must have 
occurred to everybody, but as everybody does not behold 
the shades of character through the exact medii^ of an 
Qditorial Microscope, we wm endeavour to* bring out 
Qore distinctly those examples which seem to us to bear 
imnediately on the subject. 

When you dine with old Tom Hardy, he gives you 
ittle more than a joint of mfeat, a bottle of excellent 
K>rt, and a hearty welcome ; — when Lord Urban " re- 
[uests the honour" of your company, you are greeted 
rith every deUcacy the season can aitord ; you are pam- 
lered with every wine, " from humble port to imperial 
okay,'' and you are put to the blush. by every form of 
idulktion that a wish to be civil can devise. Yet we 
lad rather dine once with Tom Hardy than a hundred 
imes with Lord Urban ; * for the mutton of the one is 
ooked by Politeness, and the turtle of the other is 
bessed by Politesse. 

About a month ago, as we were shooting in the 
lorth of England with the son of a celebrated Tory Ba- 
'onet, we were encountered by Mr. Ayscott, a landed 
iroprietor notorious for his Whig principles. We were 
omewhat surprised to see the latter divest himself of 
11 prejudices in a moment ; he came up to our compa- 
lion with the greatest appearance of cordiality, shook 
im by the hand, reminded him that politics ought not 



♦ '* I enter my protest against this doctrine." — ^W. Rowley. 
<* So do I — in respect to the wine." — P. O'Connor. 
** So do I — ^for Lord Urban is a Whig." — F. Wentworth. ' 
<* So do I — for his Lordship never contradicts one." — J. Lozell. 
<« So do I — ." — ^Michael Oakley.* 
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to interfere among friends, knew he was fond of dandng, 
and hoped to see him frequently at Aysoott. Now this 
really looked like Politeness ; for Politeness is that feeL 
ing which prompts us to make others happy and pleased: 
with themselves, and which for this purpose puts aS 
all dishke, all party-spirit, all affectation of superiority. 
But when we were informed the next day that Mr. Ays- 
ott had seven marriageable daughters, we decided that 
his behaviour was not Politeness out Politesse. 

We remember, shortly after Mrs. C. Nugent eloped 
with an officer in the dragoons, we were riding in Hyde- 

fiark with poor Charles, who endeavoured to bear his 
OSS unconcernedly, and "betrayed not, except to a close 
observer, the canker that preyed upon his heart. We 
were met in the Park by Sir Harry Soulis, an intimate* 
acquaintance of our friend. He was riding at a brisk 

Eace, but the moment he observed us he pulled up, and 
is flexible features immediately assumed the appearance 
of unfeigned sympathy. He came up to us, and b^an, 
" Ah ! Chfiu'les ! now are you ? how is this unfortunate 
business to end.? I feel for you Charles! upon my^soul 
I feel for you ! You know you may command me m any 
things — and he rode on with the same air of nonchalance 
that ne had first worn. Immediately afterwards we met 
Colonel Stanhope, who also halted, and entered into 
conversation. He inquired after our friend^s health, ad- 
dressed a few indifferent remarks to us on the weather, 
bowed, and passed on. We are sure Nugent felt, as we 
should have felt under such circumstances ; — Soulis had 
wounded his feehngs-— Stanhope had spared them. ^£he 
officiousness of the former was Politesse — the silence of 
the latter was Politeness, 

But their distinct shades were never so fully impressed 
upon our minds as upon a visit which we lately paid to 
two gentlemen, during a short tour. The first specimen 
of their dissimilarity is to be found in the letters bj 
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uch we were invited to partake of their hospitality : 
ey were as follow : — 

'^ A» Mr. P CourteDAy will in the course of his tour be within a few 
les of Melville Lodge, Mr. Melville hopes that he will not turn 
nthward, without allowing him, for one day at least, the gratification 
his company. 
MehnOe Lodge, August, 1820." 

** Dear Peregrine, — ^You *11 pass within eyeshot of my windows on' your 
ly td East Bourne. I am sure you '11 stop a moment to ask your old 
end how he does, and we will try to detain you for the night. 

Yours as sincerely as ever, 

MARMADUKE WARREN.* 

P. S. The girls would send love if I *d let *em. 

JIasimgs, /iugmt, 1820." 

Our first visit was paid at Melville Hall. We have 
down Mr. Melville long, and we know him to be one 
ho is generally actuated by good motives ; and when 
J is swayed by interested ones is himself unconscibus of 
le fact. On the whole, his character is such, that when 
I is absent we feel the strongest inclination to like him; 
id when we are in his company we feel an equally 
rbng inclination to say, " Mr. Melville, you are a 
<A7^ We arrived at the Hall in good time to prc- 
ire for dinner, with its usual accompaniments of 
yws £rom our host, compliments from our hostess, 
id smiles from their daughters. A small party was 
Lvited to meet us, which somewhat diminished the 
"equency of the compliments we were doomed to un- 
j^go, while it rendered those which were actually 
srced upon us infinitely more distressing. We pass 
»ver the -civilities we received at dinner, the care taken 
force upon us the choicest morsels of fish, flesh, and 
fcwl, the attention with which Mr. Melville assured us 



* N> B. No relatiop to our worthy and respectable U>ndpn Publisher. 
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that we were drinking his very best champagne. We 
hasteA to take notice of the far more perplexing instances 
of Politesse which rendered miserable the evening. 
When tea and coffee had been disposed of, the Misses 
IVfelville sat down to the piano; ana, as we are>passioD- 
ately fond of music, and the ladies excel in it, we should 
have been perfectly happy if we had been allowed to 
enjoy that happiness unmolested. ." Diis aliter visum 
est.'*'' — Our sisters were known to be tolerable singers; a 

fortiorij we must be downright nightingales ourselTes. 
Upon the word of an Editor, we never conunitted any fiir- 
ther outrage upon harmony than what takes place when 
we join in the cnorus of our witty associate Mr. Grolightly, 
or our well-meaning friend Mr. CConnor, and we were 

\ now required to assist the Misses Melville in ** La mia 
Dorabella.^ Horrible idea ! Peregrine Courtenay war- 
bling Italian ! His Majesty of Clubs, sinking into an 
Opera-singer ! — Politesse was sure he could ring— Pdi- 
tesse knew he had a sweet voice — PoUtesse^knew we only 
refused from modesty ; — Politesse was disappcunted, 
however, for we were immoveably determined not to be 
made a fool. Nevertheless we felt somewhat uncom- 
fortable at being the subject of general observation; and 
this feeling was not diminished by what followed. Pdi- 
tesse, — in the shape of Mrs. Melville, — ^whispered it 
about that the fat silent young gentleman in the black 
coat was a great writer, who had published an extraor- 
dinary quantity of learning, and was Ukely to publiidi an 
extraordinary quantity more. This was all intended to 
flatter our vanity, and. the consequence was that we were 
bored throughout the remainder of the evening by hear- 
ing whispers around us, ^* Is that the gentleman Mrs. 
Melville was speaking of ?'' " I guessed who he was 
by the family likeness ! '' "I knew ne was an authcv di- 
rectly !'' " How odd that he should be so reserved T 
At the suggestion of Politesse Mrs. Melville next disco- 
vered that we were precisely a year older than Kitty, 
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tuoA Mr. Melville hinted in a loud whisper that the girl 
would have ten thousand pounds. Finally, FoHtesse 
prepared for us the great state bed-room ; and when we 
retired, insisted upon it that we had spent a most miser- 
able evening. Alas! PoUteness had hardly the grace to 
contradict Jrolitesse upon this point. 

How different was the reception we received on the 
following day! Our old friend Mr. Warren rose from 
his arm-chair as we entered, with a look that set forma- 
lity at defiance. Mrs. Warren put by her work to ob- 
serve how much we were grown; and their two daugh- 
ters greeted with a smile, beautiftil because it was unaf-* 
fect^, the scarce-remembered playmate of their child- 
hood. The flowers which Ehzabeth was painting, the 
landscape which Susan was designing, were not hastily 
concealed at the approach of their guest ; nor was our 
old aa]uiuntance Snock, who was our favourite puppy 
ten years ago, driven in his old age from the parlour rug 
at the appearance of an idler dog than himself. The 
few friends who met us at dinner were not prepared to 
annoy us by accounts of our abilities and attainments. 
The conversation was general and entertaining ; and on 
Ire-consideration we perceived that Mr. Warren took 
pains to draw out what talent we possessed, although- 
we could not at the same time perceive that such was the 
object of his attention. In the evening Ehzabeth enter- 
tamed us with Handel and Mozart, and Susan sung 
some ample airs, in a voice perhaps the more engaging - 
because it was uncultivated^ We were allowed to enjoy 
the " melody of sweet' sounds^ unmolested and unob- 
served. The quadrille which followed was not danced 
with the less spirit because the Brussels carpet suppUed 
th^e place of a chalked floor, and a single pianoforte was 
substituted for the formality of a band. We were happy 
-—because we were permitted to enjoy our happiness in 
our own way : we were amused — because we did not 
perceive the efforts which were made for our amusement. 

I 2 
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^' Thi*,'" we exclaimed, — as we buttoned our coat, and 
proceeded on our journey the next morning, — this is 
real Politeness.*" 

In spite of the endeavours of those who would dress 
our native manners in a Parisian costume, Politesse will 
never be the motive by which England as a nation will 
be characterized. As long as France shall be the mo- 
ther of U^t heads, and Britain of warm hearts, the 
Frenchman will show his Politesse by the profundity of 
his bow, and the Englishman will prove his poUteness by 
the cordialitv of his welcome. Who is not content that 
It should be so ? 

P.C. 



A WINDSOR BALL. 

We have often thought that the endeavours of a dan- 
cing-master go but a very little way to prepare a lady 
for a ball. Where it possible to procure such an ac- 
quisition, we should recommend to our sisters not only 
a Maitre a Danser^ but a Maitre d Parler^ inasmuch as 
it is usually much easier to dance than to talk. One 
does not immediately see why it should be so ; dancing 
and talking are in a ball-room equally mechanical quali- 
fications ; they differ indeed in this, that the fcnrmer re- 
quires a " Ught fantastic toe^ and the other a light 
fantastic tongue. But for mind — seriously speaking, 
there is no more mind developed in small-talk than there 
is in chassez a droit. 

We do not admire the taste of Etonians who dislike 
dancing ; we are not of the number of those who go to 
a ball for the purpose of eating ice ; on the contrary, we 
adore waltzing, and feel our English aversion for the 



A WINDSOR BALL. 173 

French much diminished when we recollect that we de^ 
rive from them Vestris and Quadrilles. Nevertheless, if 
any thing could diminish the attachment we feel for this 
our favourite amusement, it would be that we must oc- 
casionally submit to dangle at the heels of an icy partner, 
asbeautuul, and, alas ! as cold as the Venus de^ Medicis; 
whose look is torpor, whose speech is monosyllables ; 
who repulses all efforts at conversation, until the aus- 
terity, or the backwardness of her demeanour, awes her 
would-be adorer into a silence as deep as her own. Now 
all this gravity of demeanour, in the opinion of some peo- 

Ele, is a proof of wisdom : we know not how this may 
e, but for our own part we think with the old song, — 
'' 'Tis good to be merry and wise,'' and if we cannot 
have both — why then the merry without the wise. 

These are the ideas which occur to us upon looking 
back to the last time that we heard " Voulez vous dan^ 
ser?"" played at the Town Hall ! Start not, fair reader ! 
do not throw us into the fire ; we will not be very hbel- 
lous ; and if you shall erroneously suppose that your 
own defects have afforded matter for our malicious pen, 
we are sure your indignation will forthwith sulfide 
when you recollect that you may possibly have hstened 
to the colloquial raptures of Gerard Montgomery, or 
been honoured with an Editorial tete-a-tete by the con- 
descension of Peregrine Courtenay. Think over your 
favourite partners. Did any one ask your opinion of the 
Bill of Pains and Penalties ? It could be no one but 
Sir Francis Wentworth. Did any one hold forth upon 
the beauties of a Scotch Rfeel ? Of a surety it was Mr* 
Alexander M'Farlane. Did any one observe to you 
that a Quadrille was a " strange cross road, and very 
hilly?'' Doubt not but it was the all-accompUshed 
Robert Musgrave. Did any one remark upon the im- 
morality of waltzing ? Thnce-honoured fair one ! You 
have danced with Martin Sterling. 
Alas ! we intended, as Mr. Musgrave would say, to 
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drive straight to the Town Hall, and we have got out 
of our road a full page. It is indeed a cruel delay in us, 
for we know, reader, say what you will, you have been 
all the time turning over the leaf to meet with a spice of 
scandal. Well, then, suppose all preliminaries adjusted; 
suppose us fairly lodged m the Ball-room, with no other 
damage than a ruined cavendish and a dirtied pump; 
and suppose us immediately struck dumb 'by the intelli- 
gence that the beautiful, the fascinating Louisa had left 
the room the moment before we entered it. It was easy 
to perceive that something of the kind had occurred, for 
the Ladies were all looking happy. We bore our dis- 
appointment as well as we could, and were introduced 

to Theodosia No I we will refrain from simames. 

(Vide N*. I. page 24. Resolution IX.) Theodosia is a 
woman of sense, (we are told so, and we are willing to 
.believe it,) but she is very unwilling that any one should 
find it out. As in duty bound, we commenced, or en- 
deavoured to commence, a conversation by general ob- 
servations upon the room and the music ;— Dy-the-by, 
we strongly recommend these generalities to our friends 
in all conversations with strangers ; they are quite safe, 
and can ^ve no offence. In our case, however, they 
were unavailing, — no reply was elicited. — A long pause. 
— We inquired whether the Lady was fond ot " the 
Lancers ?*" To our utter astonishment we were answered 
with a blush and a frown, which would have put to si- 
lence a much more pertinacious querist than the Eto- 
nian ; — we ventured not another word. Upon after-con- 
sideration, we are sure that the Lady was thinking of a 
set of dashing young officers instead of a set of Qua- 
drilles. 

We were next honoured by the hand of Emily. 
When we have said that she is backward, beautiful, and 
seventeen, we have said all we know of the enchanting 
Emily. Far be it frpm us to attack with unwarrantable 



_ A WINDSOR BALL. 175 

^verity the unfortunate victim of mauvaise hottte ; we 
lerely wish to suggest to one for whose welfare we have 
L real regard, that modesty does not necessarily imply 
adtumity, and that the actual inconvenience of a silent 
jongue is not altogether compensated by the poetical lo- 
(uadity of a speakmg eye. 

Being again left to ourselves, we sunk by degrees into^ 
% profound fit of authorship, and were in imminent dan- 
ger of becoming misanthropic, when we were roused from 
our reverie by a tap on the shotilder from George Hardy, 
and an inquiry, ''what were our dreams ?'' We ex- 
plained to him our calamities, and assured him, that had 
It not been for his timely intervention we should certainly 
have died of silence. " Died of silence !^ reiterated our 
friend, "God forbid! when Corinna is in the room!*" 
And so saying, he half-led half-dragged us to the other 
end of the room, and compelled us to make our bow to 
a eirl of lively manners, whom he described to us in a 
wmsper as " a perfect antidote for the sullens.*" Our 
first unpression was, '' she is a fool ;''-i-our second, "she 
18 a wit ;'" — our third, "she is something between both l"^ 
— Oh ! that it were possible for us to commit to paper 
one half of what was uttered by Corinna ! Our recol. 
lection of our tete-ar-tete is Uke the recollection of a 
dream. In dreams we remember that we were at one 
moment in a mud-built cottage, and 'were the next tran- 
sported to a gothic chapel, but by what means the trans- 
mutation of place was effected, our waking thoughts are 
unable to conceive. Thus it was when we listened to 
Corinna. We were hurried from one topic to another 
with an unaccountable velocity, but by what chain one 
idea was connected with its predecessor we cannot ima- 
gine. The conversation (if conversation it may be called, 
where the duty of talking devolves upon one person) set 
out with some mention of fresco ; from hence it turned 
off to Herculaneum, and then plissed with inconceivable 
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rapidity through the following stages :— Rome— the Par- 
thenon — National Monument at Edinburgh — Edinburgh 
Review — Blackwood — Ebony bracelets — Fashion of short 
sleeves— Fashion in general dress in Queen Elizabeth's 
time — " The Abbot '^ — Walter Scott — Highland scenery. 
In the Highlands we lost our route for some minutes, 
and soon afterwards found ourselves (we know not hpw) 
at Joannina, in company with Ah Pacha. By this time 
we were thoroughly wearied, and were unable to keep 
up regularly witli our unfeeling conductress, so that we 
have but a very faint idea of the places we visited. We 
remember being dragged to the Giant at the Windsor 
Fair ; from whence we paid a flying visit to the Colos- 
sus of Rhodes ; — we attended Cato, the Lady's favourite 
pug, during a severe illness, and were shortly after pre- 
sent at the Cato-street conspiracy. We have some idea 
that after making the tour of the Lakes, we set out to 
discover the source of the Nile. In our way thither we 
took a brief survey of the Lake of Como, and were 
finally for some time immersed in the Red Sea. This 
put the finishing stroke to our already fatigued senses. 
We resigned ourselves, without another struggle, to the 
will and disposal of our sovereign mistress, and for the 
next half hour knew not to what quarter of the ^obe we 
were conveyed. At the close of that period* we awoke 
from our trance, and found that Coriima had brought us 
into the Club-room, and was discussing the characters of 
the Members with a most unwarrantable freedom of 
speech. Before we had time to remonstrate against this 
manifest breach of privilege, we found ourselves in the 
gallery of the House of Lords, and began to . think we 
never should make our escape from this amusing torture. 
Fortunately at this moment a freeholder of en- 
tered the room. One of the candidates was a friend of 
Corinna^s, and she hurried from us, after a thousand 
apolo^es, to learn the state of the poll. — 
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** Sic nos sen'avit Apollo." • 

Our next companion was Sappho the Blue-stocking. 
We enjoyed a hterary confabulation for some time, for 
which we beg our readers to understand we are every way 
qualified. The deep stores of our reading, enUvened 
by the pungent readiness of our wit, are bond Jide the 
admiration of London as well as of Windsor belles ; we 
beg our friends to have this in mind whenever they sit 
down to peruse us. But to proceed — we very shortly 
perceived that Sappho was enchanted with our erudition, 
and the manner in which we displayed it. She was par- 
ticidarly pleased with our critiques on " Zimmerman 
upon Sohtude,^ and was deUghted by the praise we 
bestowed (for the first* time in our Me) on Southey^s 
'* Thalaba.*" We had evidently made considerable pro- 
gress in her affections, when we ruined ourselves by a 
piece of imprudence which we have since deeply regretted. 
We were sa^rical,— this satire is the Devil i — we were 
satincal upon German literature. The lady turned up 
her nose, turned down her eyes, bit her lip, and looked 
— we cannot explain how she looked, but it was very 
terrific. We have since heard she is engaged in trans- 
lating Klopstock**s " Messiah'^ into the Sanscrit 

We were next introduced to one of those ladies who 
are celebrated for the extraordinary tact which they 
display i^ the discovery of the faults of their sex. Cathe- 
rine is indeed one of the leaders of the tribe. She has 
the extraordinary talent which conveys the most sarcastic 
remarks in a tone of the greatest kindness. In her the 
language of hatred assumes the garb of affection, and the 
observation which is prompted by^envy appears to be 
dictated by compassion. If in her presence you. bestow 
commendation upon a rival, she assents most warmly to 



• Sir Francis Wentworth points our quotation thus, — 
'* Sic nos servavit A— Poll— O • "— Hor. 

l5 
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your opinion, and immediately destroys its efiect by a 
seemingly extorted " hutJ" We were admiring Sophia's 
beautiml hair. — " Very beautiful !^ said Catherine, " but 
she dresses it so ill !^ We made some allusion to Geor- 
giana^s charming spirits. " She has everlasting vivacity,'' 
said Catherine, " but it ^s a pity she is so indiscreet.'' 
Then followed something in a whisper which we do not 
feel ourselves at liberty to repeat. We next were un- 
guarded enough to find something very fascinating in 
Ameha^s eyes. " Yes,"" replied Cathenne, " but then 
she has such an unfortunate nose between them.**"* Finally, 
in a moment of imprudent enthusiasm, we declared that 
we thought Maria the most interesting girl in the room, 
We shaU never, (although we hve, like our predecessors. 
Griffin and Grildrig, to the good old age of forty Num- 
bers,) we shall never, we repeat, forget the '' Sonie peo- 
ple think so r with which our amiable auditress replied 
to our exclamation. We saw we were disgraced, and, to 
say the truth, were not a httle ple^i^ed that we were no 
longer of Catherine'*s Privy Council. 

Now all these Ladies are foolish in their way. Theo- 
dosia is a silent fool, Emily is a timid fool, Corinna is a 
talkative fool, Sappho is a learned fool, and Catherine is 
a malicious fool. With their comparative degrees of 
fnoral merit we have nothing to do ; but in point of the 
agreeable, we hesitate not to affirm that the silent fool is 
to us the more insupportable creature of the fivl. 

We lately were present at a large party, where an 
Etonian, for whom we have a great esteem, was terribly 
abused by a witty Marchioness for his inflexible tacitur- 
nity. Without entering upon the merits of this par- 
ticular case, let us be allowed to plead in behalf of our 
sex, that a Gentleman may be silent when a Lady is 
silly; and that it is needless for a Beau to to be eriter- 
taifiittgj where a Belle is decidedly impracticable. 
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SIR THOMAS NESBirS DEFINITION OF 
A GOOD FELLOW. 



" Vir bonus est quis ! " — Hor. 

Being desired by his Majesty to draw up, for the 
itruction of all whom it may concern, " a Definition of 
Gkx)d Fellow,'^ I thought it proper to apply to the 
embers of the Club mdividiially, for such hints as 
3y could furnish me with, for the prosecution of the 
sign. 1 received the following : — 

MR. GOLIGHTLY. 

^ Good Fellow is one who rides blood horses, drives four-in-hand, 
aks when he's spoken to, sings when he's aslved, always turns hi5 
k on a dun — and never on a friend. 

\ 

/ 

MR. LB BLANC. 

V Good Fellow is one who studies deep, reads Trigonometi7, and 
US Love-songs, has a most cordial aversion for Daudng and D'Egnlle, 
I would rather encounter a Cannon than a Fancy Ball. 

HON. G. MONTGOMERY. 

L Good Fellow is one who abhors Moralists and Mathematics, and 
res the Classics and Caroline Mowbray. 

SIR F. WENTWORTH. 

. Good Fellow is one who attends the Fox Dinner, and drinlt; the 
ea'A health, — who would go to the Indies to purchase Independence, 
would rather encounter a Buff^o than a Boroughmonger. 
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MR. M. STERLING. 

A Good Fellow is a good neighbour, a good citizen, a good relation,*— 
in short, a Good Man. 

MR. m'farlane. 
A Good Fellow is ** a bounie, braw John Hielandman." 

MR. O'CONNOR. 

A Good Fellow is one who talks loud and swears louder, cares little 
about learning and less about his neckcloth, — loves whisky, patrooises 
bargejnen, and wears nails in his shoes. 

MR. MUSGRAVE. 

A Good Fellow is — prime — flash — and bang-up". 

MR. BURTON. 

A Good Fellow is one who knows *' what's what," keeps accounts, 
and studies Cocker. 

MR. ROWLEY. 

A Good Fellow likes Turtle and cold Punch, drinks Port when be- 
can't get Champaigne, and dines on Mutton with Sir Robert, when he 
can *t get Venison at my Lord's. 

MR. LQZELL. 

A Good Fellow is something compounded of the preceding. 

MR. OAKLEY. 

A Good Fellow is something perfectly* different from the preceedin^ 
•-*-and Mr. Lozell is an A^ss. 

And now, after so many and so excellent descnptions, 
what can Sir Thomas add ? 

Why to be sure I am placed in rather a difficult situar 
tion ; however, with due deference to the opinions of the 
above highly-respected Gentlemen, I . must conjure up 
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« 

le beau ideal of " a Good Fellow.*" — First of all, as a 
»undation for a multitude of virtues, he must be abun- 
antly good-natured. Now, by good-nature I do not 
nderstand that easy, timid, unmeaning sort of complai- 
ince which says " Yes**'* to every body, merely from 
le fear of saying " No ;"" nor that soft simpUcity, which, 
ithout any will or control of its own, suffers itself to be 
irned about like the weathercock on the steeple, hardly 
iquiring whether it moves to right or wrong purposes ; 
id which, by taking every thing in good part, however 
Umeant, acquires the enviable distinction of standing as 
public butt, at which any fool thinks himself entitled 
> take a random shot, and invariably confers upon its 
ossessor the honourable appellation of Cawker. My 
ero should have just enough of this temper to enable 
im to give a joke and take one with equal pleasure. 
le must be seldom passionate, and never sulky; not 
iclined to quarrels, but still less to stand calmly by, 
f his schoolfellows or himself were unprovokedly at- 
acked. He would never give up his aqcompHces, 
Ithough threatened with tenfold punishment, and would 
im the risk of a flogging himself to save another from 
he certainty of one. I would have him with just suf- 
icient reading to have something to say for himself, and 
ust sufficient wit to make what he says agreeable. I 
nil admit, however, that there is not much objection 
o his being a pretty good scholar, provided he is ready 
o commumcate his knowledge when there is occasion,T- 
« construe the lesson for the general good, — and to do 
L few verses now and then, upon a push, for some un- 
fortunate blockhead on a. regular week^ — provided, too, 
'hat he is never caught out in a quotation. He ought 
'O like all sorts of games, though it is not at all neces- 
sary that he should excel in any one, provided that he 



• No reflection on our worthy friend Mr. Lozell, on the word of a 
rue Nesbit. 
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enters into the spirit of them, and takes particular care 
not to give his adversary a wilful kick at foot-ball, and 
not to direct his cricket-ball against the legs instead of 
the wicket of the player. With all these perfections, it 
is his absolute duty to hate pride as he does lying,^ — to 
hate lying as he aoes hypocrisy, — and hypocrisy as he 
does the Devil. Thus you see he will be kind, gene- 
rous, pleasant> and useful — and what further can any 
one desire ? Perhaps you may be inclined to think I 
have exacted rather too much. 

I have, indeed, some reason to suppose that very few 
of the above-mentioned qualities are requisite to form 
what an Etonian would call a Good Feflow ; and that 
term seems so often appUed to undeserving and opposite 
characters, that I am inchned to think that the juagment 
of the School in this respect is neither very severe nor 
very consistent. Once I was extremely surpnsed at hear- 
ing a 'boy mentioned as a Good Fellow whom I had always 
held in the hght of a reputed bully, whose tyranny, in 
common with others, I had frequently felt, and abused. 
This change was accounted for by his having assisted a 
party in a contest with some blackguards, either out of 
wantonness, the mere love of fightmg, or perhaps, .after 
all, because he could not help it. I have often been pre- 
sent when the epithets of Beast and Good Fellow have 
been given to the same person in less than a minute, the 
latter of which was apparently used as a conciliatory, 
upon his consenting to lend a book which he had before 
refused. What way of entreating can be so effective, so 
moving, as the usual form ? — " Pray do me what I ask, 
and you will be a Good Fellow.*" The name, hackneyed 
as it is, seems to have an inexpressible charm — it is equi- 
valent to thanks and to flattery — an incitement to per- 
form a service — a reward when it has been performed. 
I for my own part entertain a great respect and venera- 
tion for this honourable title, and I qannot sufficiently 
regret that it should be given to the ill-natured because 
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they happen once to have deviated from their usual 
practice ; to the sullen, because they sometimes laugh ; 
to the stingy, because they now and then squeeze out 
from their purses an extravagant shilling ; to the bully, 
because he for once in a way bullies those who deserve it. 
I think, however, it may with great justice be applied to 
whoever is strongly attached to his own pursmts, but 
never abuses those of others. In this opinion I am the 
more decided, from my willingness to allow this title to 
many, who are deficient in most of the above-mentioned 
quahfications. In short, I am very ready to extend the 
appellation to every one who has a kind heart ; to every 
one who ** lives as he ought to do (" to every one who 
sweetens his last glass of port by drinking " Prosperity 
to Eton, happiness to his schoolfellows, and long life to 
' The Etonian:'' 

T.N, 
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LOVERS' VOWS. 



What grace hast thou, thus to reprove 



These worms for lo\iug ?" Shakspeare. 

We were engaged the other day in making some pur- 
chases at FHnt's, when Lady Honoria Saville entered, 
attended by the Hon. George Comyn. As the Lady is 
a professed Coquette, and the gentleman a professed 
Dangler, we conceived it by no means improper to play 
the hstener ; for the conversation of these characters is 
seldom such as to require much secresy. We therefore? 
plpced oursjelves in a convenient situation for hearing 
whatever was said by the Beau, the Belle, and the Mil- 
liner, which last I consider the most rational person of 
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the three. The questions which were put to her by her 
Ladyship escaped us ; they seemed to be conveyed, not 
in the language of common mortals, but in signs which 
were to us incomprehensible. Without exposing our- 
selves to the notice of either party, we were oeyond 
measure amused at the timely aid, which the Millmo-'s 
descriptions of her wares iafForded to the Lover'^s descrip- 
tion of his passion; for whenever the latter was at a loss for 
words, the former stepped in to finish his sentence, and 
occasionally gave a point to it, in which Lovers^ Vows 
are generally deficient. 

When they first made their appearance, the gentle- 
man was deposing upon oath to the truth of ^cMnething 
of which his companion seemed to entertain doubts. He 
had run through some of the usual forms of adjiu*ation, 
such as Sun, Moon, Stars, Venus, and Blue Eyes, when 
he jvras stopped by "Lovers' vows! Corny n ! lovers' 
vows ! where do they come from ?"' — " Where ?'" re- 
peated the Gentleman, in a theatrical attitude ; " they 
come from a sincere affection, from a passionate heart, 

from a devoted adoration, from "*' " From Paris, I 

assure you. Madam,'' said the Milliner, who was turn- 
ing over some silks. " But I wonder, Comyn !" resumed 
her Ladyship, " I wonder you can continue to bore me 
with this nonsense ! Lovers' Vows have given me the 
vapours these last five years, and after all, what are 
they worth ?" "^' Worth !" reiterated the Fop, " they 
are worth the mines of Peru, the diamonds of Golconda, 
the sands of Pactolus !" — " They are worth five shillings 
a pair. Madam," said the Milliner, "and it's really 

throwing them away." She was talking of some kid 

gloves. 

" You gentlemen," said her Ladyship, " must think 
us very weak creatures, if you fancy that we are to bft 
imposed upon by any folly you choose to utter ; Lovers 
Vows have been proverbial since the days of Queen 
Bess, and it would be strange if, in 1820, we should not 
have found out what they are made of." " In my case,'' 
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i the Exquisite, " your Ladyship is cruel in supposing 
5in to be made of any thing but the purest sincerity.*" 
'* They are made of the finest materials,^' said the 
Jliner,*" and your Ladyship can see through them 
e glass.*" — She was hol(ung up to the window some 
iff with a hard name, which we know nothing about. — 
Say what you will, Comyn,'' said her Ladyship, — 

• 

** Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot on land, and one on sea, 
To one thing constant never," 

Lovers^ Vows are never intended to last beyond a 
y !*" — " Your Ladyship is unjust ^ replied the Dandy, 
" they will last when all other ties snail be broken ; 
ey will last when the bond of relationship shall be can- 
lied, and the link of friendship riven ! — they will lasf** 
— " They will last for ever, Madam, and wash after- 
irds !*" said the Milliner. She was speaking of some 
arfs. 

" Really, George," observed her Ladyship, " you 
ould think me an egregious fool, if I were to beheve 
16 quarter of what you say to me. Speak the truth, 
reorge, for once, if it is in your nature — should I not 
tfotle—foUe beyond measure P'^ — " You love to trifle 
ith my passion," sighed the Honourable; but this is 
hat we must all expect ! Fascinating as you are, you 
Jel not for the woes of your victims : — you are more in- 
msible than flints— nothing is dear to you." — " Flinfs 
ill make nothing dear to your Ladyship," said the Mil- 
ner, wrapping up the parcel. 

" In this age of invention," said Lady Honoria, " it is 
prising to me that no one has invented a thermometer 
> try the temperature of Lovers^ Vows. What a* price 
Wd a boarding-school Miss give for such an inven- 
^on! I certainly will make the suggestion to young 
Montgomery, that writes the sonnets !" — " Good God !" 
ried the worshipper, " where shall I send for such a 
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test of sincerity ? I would send to the isuns of India, to 
the snows of Tobolsk ; I would send to the little-toed 
ladies of China, and the great-hatted chieftains of Loo- 

Choo ; I would send" " Shall I send it to your 

Ladyship^s house ?" said the MilUner, holding up the 
parcel. 

" Well,*" said her Ladyship, rising to leave the shop, 
" I shall contend no more with so subtle a dispu- 
tant ; my opinion of Lovers' Vows remains unchanged, 
and I desire you won't pester me with them at the Opera 
this evening, or I shall positively die of ennui.'' We 
»a.w that this was meant as an assignation, and the Ho- 
nourable George Comyn saw things in the same fight. 
" Hoysr,'' he cried, " how shall I thank your Ladyship for 
this condescension ? How shall I express the feelings of 
the heart you have rescued from despair ? Language is 
too poor, utterance is too weak, for the emotion which I 
feel ; what can I say .?" " Much obliged to yoiu* Lady- 
shipy" said the Milliner. 

P. C. 



GODIVA,— A TALE. 



I. 



Whoe'er has been at Coventry must know 
(Unless he 's quite devoid of curiosity,) 

That once a year it has a sort of show, 

Conducted with much splendor and pomposity. 

I *11 just describe it, if I can — ^but no. 

It would exhaust the humour of a Fawcett, I 

Am a vile jester — ^though I once was vain . 

Of acting Fawcett's parts at Datchet-lane. 
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II. 

Ah ! those were pleasant days, when you and I, 
Dear Fred. Golightly, trod those boards of yore ; 

1 often grieve to think that they *re past by, 
As you must — on a rainy after-four : 

Though, now it*s.fkirly quash*d, you won*t deny 
That that same stage was frequently a bore ; 

It spoilt our cricket, which we 're all so proud on, 

Nor let us beat the Kingsmen — as we 've now done. 



III. 

Oh ! sweet is praise to youthful poet's ear, 
When gently warbled by the lips he loves : 

Tis sweet one's exercise read o*er to hear, 
(Especially the week before Removes); 

But sweeter far, when actors first appear, 
Thejoud collision of applauding gloves. 

The gleam of happy faces o'er them cast — 

Moments of triumf^ not to be surpass'd ! 



IV. 

Oh ! stolen joys, far sweeter for the stealing, 
Oh ! doubts, and fears, and hopes of Eton all, 

Ye are departed ; but a lingering feeling 
Of jrour enchantments holds my heart in thrall. 

My eyes just now are fixed upon the ceiling — 
I feel my cheek flush — hear my inkstand fall ; 

My soul is wandering through the distant groves 

Of that dear schoolboy-dwelling which it loves. 



v. 

But to my tale — I 'm somewhat given to prating, 
1 can't but own it, but my theme was fine, 

•And all the feelings which I 've been narrating 
Are worth enjoying — and they've all been mine ! 
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But 1 11 DO longer keep the reader waiting, 

So, without wasting now another line, 
My Poem 1 11 b^in, as Poets use, 
With a short invocation to my Muse, 



VI. 

Spirit which art within me, if in truth 

Thou dost exist in my soul's depths, and I 

Have not mistaken the hot pulse of youth, 
And wandering thoughts, for dreams of poesy, 

Rise from thy lone recesses, rise and soothe 
Each meaner thought to aspirations high. 

Whelm me in musings of deep joy, and roll 

Thy radiant visions on my kindling soul. 



VII. 

If, when at morn 1 view the bright blue Heaven, 
Thoughts are around me which not all have felc ; 

If, in the dim and fading light of Even, 
A Poet's rapture on my soul hath dwelt ; 

If to my wayward nature have been given 
Dreams that absorb, and phantasies that melt| 

Sweet tears, and wild attachments — ^lend thy wings, 

Spirit, to bear me in ray wanderings. 



VIII. 

But these are boyish dreams. — Away, away. 
Ye fond enchantments of my foolish brain ; — 

And yet, methinks, I would a while delay. 

Ere my frail vessel tempt Life's dangerous main. 

Still, dear delusions of my boyhood, stay, 
Still let me pour my weak, but harmless strain ! 

In fancied draughts my thirst poetic slake, 

And never, never from that dream awake! 
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IX. 

This is a very pretty inyocation, 

Though scarce adapted to my present style ; 

I wrote it in a fit of inspiration, 

The finest IVe enjoy *d a monstrous while ; 

For most uncertain 's my imagination. 

And *t is but seldom that my Muse will smile. 

Come reader, we '11 her present humour try ; 

Draw up the curtain — the scene 's Coventry. 

X. 

It is an ancient and a gallant town, 

Nor all unknown to lofUer lays than mine ; 

It has of old seen deeds of high renown — 
Its situation 'd not extremely fine. 

Its name it wishes to be handed down. 

And still in England's annals longs to shine ; 

And Mr. Cobbett wants to represent 

This self-same Coventry in Parliament. ^ 

XI. 

But at the period when my tale commences 
There were no Cobbetts — 't was a barb'rous age ; 

The ** Sovereign People *' scarce were in their senses. 
For Radical Reform was not the rage : 

Though then Sir Francis * might have found pretences 
Just war against the Government to wage ; 

For King and Nobles thought it no great crime 

To be confounded tyrants at that time. 

XII. 

There was of yore an Earl of Coventry, 

Famous for wine and war — one Leofric ; 
A genuine Saxon — \^e 'd a light blue eye, 

His stature tall^his frame well-built and tliic]( : 



* Went worth-i— not Burdett. 
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His flaxen locks fell down luxuriantly 

On his line shoulders — and his glance was quick. 
But though he really was a handsome Earl, 
He was at times a most uncommon churl. 



XIII. 

He had fought well and often— miles around 
Chieftain and vassal trembled at his name ; 

He held some thousand acres of good ground, 
To which his weapon form*d his strongest claim : 

His legal title was sometimes unsound — 
«And he was wedded to a matchless dame, ' 

The fair and chaste Godiva — ^whom alone 

He seem*d to love*, of all that was his own. 



XIV. 

Well might he love her ; — in that shape of lightness 
All woman's choicest beauties were combined ; 

Her long dark locks set off her bosom's whiteness 
In its calm heavings, warm, and chaste, and kind. 

Her deep blue eyes shone with peculiar brightness, 
When through them flashed the sunbeams of her mind; 

W^hen swiftly sparkled joys, or hopes, or fears, 
. Or sorrow bathed them in delicious tears. 



XV. 

Hers was the face we look on once and love, 
Her voice was Music's echo — like the strain 

Of our own land, heard, when afar we rove. 
With a deep jense of pleasure mix'd with pain : 

And those who once had heard it vainly strove 
To lose its echoes lingering in the brain : 

As for her figure — if you once had met it. 

Believe me. Sirs, you never could forget it. 
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XVI. 



She was the idol of her native land. 
The comforter and friend of its distress ; 

Herself, unchasten'd by Affliction's hand, 
Felt for the woes of others not the less. 

The serfs, who trembled at her Lord's command, 
Forbore to curse him for her loveliness. 

They were a pair one often meets in life, — 

A churlish husband with a charming wife. 

V 

XVII. 

It chanced, A.D. Eight Hundred and Eighteen, 
(I love to be correct in my chronology, 

And all the tables which by chance I Ve ^een 
Concur in this date. When I was in College I 

Conducted once the famous Magazine, 
Th' Etonian s predecessor. This apology 

Will serve, I hope, among all folks discerning, 

For my correctness — both in taste and learning.) 



XVIII. 

It chanced, A. D. Eight Hundred and Eighteen, 
'T was a bad season : rain, and bHght, and frost 

Destroy'd the harvest, while the crops were green, — 
Wheat — barley — oats — and turnips, all were crost. 

The ruin'd peasants grew extremely lean. 
There s no computing what that year they lost : 

They look'd just like so many half-starved weasels, 

The sheep all died — the pigs had got the measles. 



XIX. 

Leofric's table suffered : he was ever 

(As Earls are sometimes) an enormous glutton ; 
Venison he loved, but, though a dainty liver. 

He was a perfect Colleger at mutton. 
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He now discovered that his table never 

A decent leg or shoulder could be put on ; 
Dry was each wither'd joint, where fat wlas hot, 
Ai|d sometimes tasted strongly of the rot."^ 



XX. 

There was a sad deficiency in greens ; 

Parsnips and carrots nowhere could be found^t 
The very horses scorn'd to eat the beans, 

The turnips were frost-bitten and unsound. 
In fact the hungry peasants had no means 

To pay their rents : — the Earl look'd grim and frowi 
And wisely judged it would be saving trouble. 
Like Harrow cricketers, to tax them double.! 



XXI. 

Whether this plan was likely to succeed, 

Is more than I can possibly divine ; 
Physicians seldom think it right to bleed 

A patient dying of a deep decline. 
Tlie poor petitioned in this utmost need ; 

Alas ! they found it was in vain to whine ; 
The hungry Earl refused to hear a word ; 
(We know petitions are sometimes absurd.) 

XXII. 

" He grieved," he said, ** but 't wasn't his look-out, 
If all his serfs and vassals starved together ; 

The year had been a rainy one, no doubt, 

But what of that? — he didn't make the weather. 



* The Devil !— -W. Rowley. 

t Very possibly — ^in the nmth century. — ^W. Rowley. 

t '' If any member Refuse to pay a line imposed by the Club, th 
shall be daubled,*''^IUilea afthe Harrow Cricket Club, 1818. 

I recommend the same measure to the adoption of his Mijet 
Clubs. — ^P. O'Connor. 
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Tliey should have minded what they were about, 

And not have sent such mutton — *twas like leather, 
^n short, unless they paid in their arrears, 
He 'd beat their houses down about their ears." 



xxiu. 



^ hen fell despair upon them : — home they went 
With wild and gloomy, aspects, and sat down 
*^acb by. his desolate hearth ; some, weeping, leant 

Their heads on their clasp'd hands ; throughout the town 
'^ent female shrieks and wailings; all content. 

Domestic joy,- and peace, and hope were flown ; 
'^nd each looked round upon his family, 
^>^d said that nought was left them — ^but to die. 



XXIV, 



^•^e had been lately wedded, — ^his young bride 

Crazed, as he enter'd, on his frenzied eye, 
"^ *>d read her fate, yet she essay'd to hide 

Her own forebodings of deep misery ; 
^-^^d strove to smile, and, seated by his side, 
^ XJsed all her loved caresses theeringly ; 
^^d said those sorrows soon would be forgot, 
^^ *id fondly whisper*d hope — where hope was not. 



XXV, 



nd then she spoke of their long mutual love. 
Their youthful vows, and lately plighted troth, — 
'^ad then she said that there was One above 

Who had protected — would protect them both. 
Remorse might yet' the Earl's stern nature move,— 

'' Herself," she added, ** to despair was loath." 
^ut when she found her arts were vain, she crept 
Into bis bosom — hid her face — and wept. 

VOL. I. K 
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It was a night of horror and despair! 

Mothers were shrieking in distraction wild, 
And Fathers, with a fix'd unconscious glare, 

Gazed on the wan cheeks of each starving child ! 
A few were kneeling, wrapt in fervent pray'r. 

And these alone, in their devotion, smiled ; 
While he^ the author of an earldom's woe — 
Slept upon fair Godiva's breast of snow. 



XXVII. 

Alas ! G6diva, that a heart like thine 

Should by so stem a tyrant's head be pressed ! — 

Short were his dreams, he woke at half-past nine, 
Feeling a strange oppression at his chest ; 

And yet that day he *d drank five quarts of wine,* 
Which one would fancy would have made him rest. 

Whether 'twas conscience or an indigestion 

Produced this nightmare, still remains a question. 



XXVIII. 

Godiva was awake — she had not slept 
For sad reflections on her country's woes. 

And bitter floods of anguish had she wept, 
Her grief was far too burning for repose. 

As down her cheeks the tears in silence crept. 
At last they trickled to her husband's nose, 

Who in plain terms (he seldom used to flatter) 

Demanded " What the Devil was the matter," 



I* 



* A great achievement, no doubt, but not equal to that of the cele- 
brated Mcore, of Moore-hall, who, immediately before his combat wiw 
the Dragon of Wanti^, ib said to have swallowed, 

** To make him strong and mighty. 
Six quarts of ule, and one of aquaritae." 

P. C. 
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Her tears fell faster, but she answer'd not ; 

In vain at first she strove her voice to find ; 
The courteous Saxon thought his wife had got 

The tooth-ache, and grew wonderfully kind. 
But when Godiva gently told him what 

So much afflicted not her teeth — but mindf 
He scratch'd his head, and stared like one confounded- 
Never was man so perfectly astounded. 



XXX. 



He could not form, for his part, the least notion 

Of what appear-d so singular a whim, 
^ e 'd always fancied that his wife's devotion, 

Thoughts, passions, wishes, centred all in him. 
^VHuch was he puzzled by this strange emotion, — 
^^ How was it possible a dame so slim, 
D elegant and tasty as his mfe, 
«uld feel for wretches quite in humble life ? 



XXXI. 



^ was a problem which he could not solve, 
'Twas just what mathematics are to me; 
science which the longer I revolve, 
The surer am I we shall ne'er agree : 
nd so I very prudently resolve 
To give it up, and stick to poetry, 
A^hicb is, in &ct, extremely pretty iport, 
-^nd I 'm inclined to filncy quite my &rte. 



XXXII. 

My Simpson's Euclid, you 're a cursed bojre. 
Although, no doubt, a treasure in ycmr way. 

And those who doat on science may explore 
Your problems— with what appetite they may. 

K 2 
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I have no head for mathematic lore. 

Therefore, my Simpson's Euclid, I must say 
(Though I *m desirous not to be uncivil) 
I most devoutly wish you at the Devil. 



XXXIII. 

But oh ! the thousand joys of versifying ! 

One writes, and blots, and reads 'em o'er and o'er, 
And, every time one reads *em, can't help spying 

A thousand beauties unobserved before ; 
And then one fancies all the ladies crying — 

Reviewers make some rhymesters rather sore ; 
I for my own part am a careless dog. 
And love to hear mine criticised — incogs 



XXXIV. 

But poor Godiva — in her tears she lay, 
'Twas a sad pity that 'twas in the night, 

Because, had it but happeh'd in the day. 
Her weeping beauty had prevail'd outright: 

E'en then she charm'd her husband's rage away, 
And nearly gahi'dher purpose — though not quite; 

For, after all. ber eloquent persuasion, 

He tried to cheat hen by a mean evasion. 



. ^ XXXY., 

**'My dear," said be, ** you've argued wondrous wcH, 
I 'm quite delighted with your long oration. 

On all its beauties I forbear to dwell. 
Enough that it hath met my approbation ; 

So much so, that to-morrow you may tell 
Fair Cove)^try» it 's free from all taxation. 

If but these terms' yoiir approbation meet — . . 

That you ride iiaked titrough the public street.". 



c. 



GODITA. 197 



XXXVI. 



^odiva started — well indeed she mighty 

She almost doubted her own ears' veracity ; 
M^y modest pen can scarce endure to write 
A speech of such unparalleFd audacity, 
^eofric thought he had perplex'dher quite. 

And grinnM immensely at his own sagacity ; 
^or which I hold him a consummate beast, 
Reserving of the pillory at least. 



XXXVIIi 



r 



^^l>ame on the heartless churl! — could he repose 

On that so lovely bosom, which, he knew, 
*^cir him, albeit the author of its woes, 

Throbb'd with affection, warm, and chaste, and true t 
nd could he thus its holy charms expose 
Unveil'd and blushing to the public view ? 
J, bid slaves gaze on beauties, which alone 
hough Kings had sigh*d for) he might call his own ! 

XXXVIII* 

nd yet I can't but own that modern spouses 
In his opinion seem to acquiesce ; 
*ve seen, in many fashionable houses. 
The ladies waltzing in complete undress; 
custom which no sort of feeling rouses 
Amongst their husbands — and I must confess, 
^^eing unmarried) that I see no faults in 
-t^-adies, young, lovely, and half-naked, waltzing. 

XXXIX. 

^ must say I enjoy it — 't is a pleasure 

dood-natured fair ones grant to amorous swains ; 

^ like to whirl to that bewildering measure. 

Which, " just like love" — or brandy, turns one's brains ; 
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I like to Tiew my partner's charms at leisure, 
Till scarce a secret for the bride remains ; 
While round her waist each wanton finger strays, 
And counts the whalebones injier panting stay^. 



XL. 

Let jealous husbands (if such still there be 
In this improving age) cry out " For shame ! " 

Let Quakers say our manners are too free, 

And gouty folks quadrilles and waltzes blame ; 

I here protest I never will agree 

In such reproaches — till I *m blind and lame. 

Let maids of fifty prate of immorality, 

/ *m for the sexes* rational equality.* 



XLI. 

These are new doctrines : in Godiva*s age 
Husbands alone were privileged to kiss ; 

I said before, Reform was not the rage, 
So that such nonsense was not then amiss ; 

And, though I *ve ransacked many an ancient page, 
I find but one case similar to this, — 

That of Candaules — handed down to us 

By Barry Cornwall, and Herodotus. 



XLII. 

Oh ! matrimonial love, which I so long 
Have fondly painted to my fancy's eye, 

In vain would I embody now in song 
My young conceptions of thy purity. 



Lest these three stanzas startle folks Platonic — all 
My eulogies on Waltzing are ironical. 

G. M. 
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lou should'st be chaste, tho' ardent; mild, tho' strong; 
Thou should'st be — hang it, it 's in yain to try, — 
lou should'st be — all that in my'beart's recess 
ong have worshipp'd, but can ne'er express. 

XLIII. 

nd thou, fair image, whatsoe'er thou art. 

The loved creation of my boyish brain, 

he destined partner of my. cares and hearty 

To share my pleasures, and to soothe my pain ; 

ill of my dearest visions be a part. 

In many a midnight dream appear again ; 

ill let me clasp thee to my glowing breast, 

^joy thy converse, and in sleep.be blest. 

XLIV. 

td if not all a phantom of my thought, « 

i\nd thou indeed hast being, may thy young 
^d sinless years be happy, and may nought 
Fhat tastes of sorrow in thy path be flung : * 
^y purest lessons thy young heart be taught. 
And each expanding thought to virtue strung; 
^y'st thou have some accomplishments — much grace, 
id lovely as thy spirit be — thy face. 



XLV. 

iliall be quite enraptured if you sing. 
So but your taste is pure as was the Attics' ; 

Only beg you '11 take care not to fling 
Your time away in learning mathematics ; 



This line contains a violent confusion of metaphors. For '* path 
uldread **/>/fl^«." 

** May nought 

That tagtei of sonow in thy plate be flung.** W. Rowley. 



»» 



200 THE ETONIAN. 



Nor to my arms a heary portion bring 

Of chemistry — and Greek — and hydrostatics \ 
You may nurse pinks and tulips, if you 've got any, 
But be no florist, love,— ilbr deal in botany. 



XLVI. 

I mention this, because I know some ladies 
Whose conversation is almost a bore ; 

But I should laud them, as the Poet's trade is 
So won't pursue this topic any more. 

Return we to our tale, which, I'm afraid is 
Too long in telling— but it's nearly o'er : 

Godiva turn'd at last, with looks imploring, 

And found her husband (like my reader) snoring. 



XLVII . 

Too well she knew to wake him would be vain ; 

She thought 'twas best to let him slumber on. 
Or else his humour might relapse again. 

And all she had effected be undone. 
She lay, and communed with her heart and brain, — 
* Her thoughts I know not, but when morning shone, 
She told her husband, with a steadfast eye, 
She had revolved the matter — and would trv. 



XLVIII. 

Her speech on this occasion I 'd recorded 
In my foul copy, and we all agreed * 

That it was most astonishingly worded, 
For one who never learnt to write or read ; 



• We, the ** King of Clubs."— R. H» 
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Tet scope for mhrth it might have well afforded 

To modern misses of our British breed ; 
Lnd grave blue-stockings would, no doubt, have said 
' Godiva's heart was better than her head" 



XIrlX. 

3ad she at some snug boardingrschool been placed 
Of modern growth for female education, 

>he would have had a most uncommon taste, 
And I might now have printed her oration. 

rier native genius she would then have graced 
With stores of everi/ sort of information^ 

And had, at twelve years old, more general knowledge 

Than boys of fifteen gain at Eton College. 



• 

She tum'd and lefl his Lordship sore petplex'd, 
He almost question'd if he was awake, 

And knew not whether to feel pleased or vex*d ; 
Still less, what step it would be right to take. 

He " wonder*d what the Devil she 'd do next 
Who could so bold a resolution make :*' 

And felt a sort of shame that he 'd consented. 

And, foT the first time in his life, repented. 



But then he felt he never could retract, 

(At least he would not — which was much the same) 
And ir his wife thought proper thus to act, 

He couldn't help it — he. was not to blame ! 
So that day, after breakfast, off he pack'd 

A trumpeter (1 quite forget his name) 
To tell the. people, in the market-place, 
His wife's intention — and his own disgrace. 

K 5 
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til. 

It was an idle morn in Coventry, 

The people wander'd through the gloomy mart ; 
Lahour widi hope was o'er, and listlessly 

Their footsteps traversed each unheeded part ; 
Despair was yielding fast to apathy — 

They were prepared to die, — and every heart 
Its weight of woe had half Xbrgot to feel, — 
When in their ears shrill rung a trumpet-peal« 



LIII. 

There was a sudden crowding round the space 

Whenc^ the sound came — and then frora^nan to man, 

Throughout the full and spacious market-place, 
A sudden, cold, electric shudder ran ; 

And each glanced quickly on his neighbour's face. 
As if the working of his thought to scan, — 

And then in every countenance were hlent 

Joy, love, and linger, and astonishment. 



uv. 

A breathless pause succeeded, — then arose 

A low and gathering murmur, in the crowd, 
Like the far peal that breaks the dread repose 

Cast by the shadow of a thunder-cloud : 
And fast and far that thrilling murmur flows 

On through the multitude — yet grows not loud- 
Si owly it died, — and nought but trampling feet 
Of crowds dispersing sounded in the street. 



LV. 

• 

Noon came, yet nef'er in Coventry liad teign'd 

At deepest midnight silence so profound ; 
In the wide streets no human form remained, 
V It seem'd aa Death had 8wallow*d all around : 
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It was like tbat enchanfced city» feigned 

In Oriental Tales, where all were bound 
In magic slumbers, and transform'd to stone- 
A story pretty generally known. 



I.V1. 

What were Godiva^s thoughts at that dread hour 
In her lone chamber ? Silent did she kneel, 

Her deep blue eyes raised meekly to thp Power 
Of Heaven, in dumb, yet eloquent appeal. 

Thus pray'd the gentle lady in her bower, 
Till o'er her sorrows peace began to steal. 

And the calm rapture of the silent skies 

Had sunk into her spirit through her eyes. 



LVII. 

The lady rose from prayer, with cheek o*erflush'd, 
And eyes all radiant with celestial fire. 

The anguish 'd beatings of her heart were hush*d, 
So caln^ly heavenward did her thoughts aspire. 

A. moment's pause — and then she deeply blush'd, 
As, trembling, she uhclasp'd her rich attir^ 

And shrinking from the sunlight, shone cohfest 

The ripe and dazzling beauties of her breast. 



tvni. 

And when her white and radiant limbs lay bare, 
The fillet from her brow the dame unbound, 

And let the traces of her raven hair 

Flow down in wavy lightness to the ground. 

Till half they veiFd her limbs and bosom fair. 
In darjf, and shadowy beauty floating round, 

As clouds, in the istill firmament of June, 

Shade the pale splej^dors of the midnight Moon, 
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LIX. 



But then her spirit fell when thus alone 
She stood in the deep silence of her bower^ 

And felt that there she was beheld by none 
Save One unknown, supreme, eternal Power. 

She dared not raise her meek eyes, trembling one. 
Again from earth ; she could have wish'd that liour 

Rather in view of thousands to have stood, 

Than in that still and awful solitude. 



LX. 



Away — away, with wild and hurried pace, 

Through many a long and echoing room she stole ; 

No voice arrests her ear, no human face 
Bursts on the dreamy wildness of her soul. 

All silent now is that proud dwelling-place, — 
On — on she presses till she reach the goal ; 

The portal 's pass'd — she sees her palfrey stand, 

Held by a weak and weeping maiden's hand. 



LXI. 

Away, away! — the Lady hath departed ; 

The freedom of the land will soon be won : 
Rejoice, ye wrong'd, and spurn'd, and broken-hearted, 

Rejoice !— for your deliverance is begun. 
It *8 full five minutes since Godiva started. 

She *11 be among you before half-past one ; 
Therefore, take care, both bachelors and spouses, 
All but the blind, to keep within your houses. 



LXII. 

Godiva pass'd, but all had disappeared, ' 
Each in his dwelling*s innermost recess : 

One would have thought all mortal eyes had fear'd 
To gaze upon her dazzling loveliness. 
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Sudden her palfrey stopped, and neigh 'd, and rear'd, 

And prick'd his ears- — as if he would express 
That there was something wicked in the wind ; 
Godiva trembled and held fast behind. 



LXIII. 

And here I alsa nuist remark that this is 
With ladies very frequently the ease, 

And beg to hint to all Equestrian Misses, 
That horses* backs are not their proper place. 

A woman's forte is music — love — or kisses, 
Not leaping gates, or ealloping a race ; 

I used sometimes to ride with them of yore, 

And always found them an infernal bore« 



LXIV. 

The steed grew quiet, and a piercing cry 

Burst on Godiva's ear ; — she started, and 
Beheld a man, who, in a window high, 
' Shaded his dim eyes with his trembling hand. 
He had been led by cuiiosity 

To see her pass, and there had ta'en his stand ; 
And as he gazed ('t is thus the story 's read). 
His eye-balls' simk and shriveU'd in his head. 



LXV. 

I know not, gentles, whetlier this be true ; 

If so, you '11 own the punishment; was just ; 
Poor wretch ! — full dearly had he cause to rue 

His prying temper, or unbridled lust. 
No more could he his daily toil pursue — 

He was a tinker— but his tools might rust, 
He might drspose of all his stock of metal. 
For ne'er, thenceforward, could he mend a kettle. 
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LXYI. 



Alas ! poor Peeping Tom ! Godiva kept 

And fed him. — Reader^ now my tale is told ; 

I need not state how all the peasants wept, 

And laugh 'd, and blessed their Countess — young and old. 

That night Godiva very soundly slept— 
I grieve to add she caught a trifling cold ; 

Leofric's heart was so extremely full, 

He roasted for the populace a bull. 



LXVII. 

There stood an ancient cross at Coventry, 
Puird down, of l^te, by order of the Mayor, 

Because 'twas clear its downfall must be nigh. 
And 'twould be too expensive to repair ; 

It bore two figures carved — and you might spy 
Beneath them graved, in letters large and fair, 

Artrifia, lUotrfc, tor laht at ft^tt, 

^atfy msAt f^tntttatt^ Uiv Cofrnitq; tan tvu: 



LXVIII. • 

• 

The tale's believed by all the population, 
And still a sham Godiv^, every year,^ 

Is carried by the Mayor and Corporation 
In grand procession — and the mob get beer. 

Gentles, I Ve spent my fit of inspiration. 
Which being over, I must leave you here ; 

And for Godiva — hope you *11 decent think her, 

Laugh at her husband, and forgive the tinker. 



G.U. 



N^ III. 



THE KING OF CLUBS. 



THB DRAWIMG aOOM* 



Limce, 27* die Novembris, 1820. 

This ^fty was fixed for his Majesty's first Drawing-rootn. 
The measure had been adopted in consequence of the anxiety 
expressed by several ladies of beauty and fashion, for a sight 
of the *^ King of Clubs." Indeed the curiosity he had ex- 
<^ted among all ranks of persons was beyond parallel, inso- 
ttitch that measures were obliged to be attentively taken, tq 
prevent too overpowering a crowd. It would be tedious to 
relate the usual interesting particulars of the "Morning 
Post/' viz. where the carriages w^re to stop, and what 
<ittt8es were to be worn, $sc. I shall therefore throw up my 
^'Wn pen, and give you the sentiments of some of the visitors 
^pon the subject. Allow me then to unfold to you some 



INTERCEPTED LETTERS. 

Arihur Mannering, Esq,, Eton College, to F. GoligtUljf, E^q. 
Hon, C, Seymour's, Marlow, 

What have you not lost, my dear Golightly, by your 
abominable plsUi of rusticating ! They tell me you have got 
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all the characters at Rawsdon Court to the life ; but upon the 
word of one of your disciples, you may peep into Rawsdon 
Court 364 days out of the 365, and not find a tenth part of 
the characters which attended his Majesty's Drawing-rooiQ 
yesterday. 

I managed to link my arm in that of Gerard Montgomery, 
for I wished to see as much as possible of the arcana of the 
Club. The room was tremendously full at an early hour. 
The company was tolerably select. A vast quantity ofsant* 
culottes endeavoured to force a passage into the presence of 
Majesty* O'Connor pleaded for their admission, affirming 
' that their rascality and cudgels confirmed their claims to the 
title of " Knaves of Clubs" Hodgson bristled up upon this, 
and *' averred " they were all impostors. La Canaille was 
finally ejected. 

, Twelve o'clock beheld honest P. C. seated ia the Presi- 
dent's chair, (I beg his pardon — the Throne) receiving the 
homage of his Subjects. His Majesty opened the transactions 
of the morning with an harangue, in which he stated, that as 
he did not intend to regulate his Drawing-room by the ex- 
ample of any other Prince in Christendom, any pooKin, who 
had a claim to urge, or a petition to prefer, might make us^ 
of that opportunity. 

Gerard and I situated ourselves near the Throne, in order 
to see the presentations. . Gerard, by-the-by, contrived to 
make us both conspicuous by spouting. I could fill a folio 
if I had time ; — as it is, I shall content myself with a brief 
list of a few of our Visitors. 

Thomas Heavyside, a thin spare young- man, presented M 
address from the ** Operative Rhymers *' of Eton. • Geftrt 
looked in a terrible passion, and muttered something about 
" Genius" and " Plodding," which nobody understood* . ^^ 

Andrew Caustic petitioned for the post of Head Physician. 

A lively cousin of yours, Fanny Harrison, occasioned much 
merriment by presenting a petition to be appointed — " Queen 
of Clubs." The petition .set forth that the petitioner was 
eminently calculated for jthe Throne to which she aspired, 
and concluded by referring to her cousin, (you, my dear Go- 
lightly) for a certificate of her proficiency in the " Munagt' 
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71^ of a Club" I shrewdly suspect old Perry will hare no 
ejection to grant the request. ' 

But by far th^ greatest sensation was excited by the ap- 
iarance of two personages, whom we have long known by 
me, but have now for the first time actually seen. To- 
ards the end of the ceremony, two elderly gentlemen were 
resetted under the names gf Gregory Griffin, and Solomon 
rrildrig, Esqrs. You see by this, that there is no reason for 
rediting the reports of their death which have been so long 
iceived. Grildrig I believe is the younger man of the two ; 
evertheless Griffin had the livelier and sprightHer air about 
im. They both promised to attend the Club Dinner the 
rst opportunity, and paid many compliments to our good 
lend Courtenay, whose good-natured face manifested un- 
sual satisfaction at the congratulations of his celebrated pre- 
ecessors. Perry went through the whole ceremony very 
roperly, and with a very royal air. 

1 must break off abruptly, or I shall be too late at the 
Terrace. 

Yours, 

A. Mannbrixg. 



MUs Maria Lelp, Windsor y to her sister, Mrs, S. Crav^f^ordy London, 

My dear Sophy, 

I am just come from the Drawing-room. My head is too 
lurried to give you any thing like a connected account. 
tliere was an immense crowd. That ugly creature Lady 
f orris was there with such a costume ! I can't conceive for 
nypart what it is that makes people admire her. 

Well ! but do you know Sophy I kissed his Majesty's hand, 
tnd he made me a speech, but I forget what it was ; and I 
^^ introduced tp Robert Musgrave, who talks so much about 
worses, (such a horrid, impertinent-looking fellow you never 
«w)— and to Allen Le Blanc^ who is the ugliest man I ever 
"iw next to your husband ; and to Martin Sterling, who is 
okrable, only he frowns rather too much ; and to Gerard 
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Montgomery, who is the most delightful man I have seen 
since Capt. Mellish sailed to Minorca.— Grerard is the author 
of Godiva, and the Sonnets about Mary.— (Yoo know ny 
name is, Mary.) 

Well I but Sophy ! I wish you to send me down a great 
pacl^et of gloves and lace, and every thing that you can cob- 
ceive, for I can get nothing h^re. The natives are quite 
liorrid. 

I was dressed quit^ plain. White leno, trimmed with point 
lace — Head-dress, feathers,' and pearls (pearls suit my eom- 
plexion you know Sophy). 

There were two old men who I understand were great au- 
thors in their day. They looked mighty wise and clever, but 
not a quarter so merry as the *' King of Clubs." They bad 
very extraordinary names, which I don*t remember. 

I had a little confabulation with Joseph Lozell, but I bate 
him : he has a regular vocabulary of his own, and the word 
** No" is certainly struck out of it. You know Sophy, and 
your husband knows, that none of us can live without con- 
tradiction. Mr. Lozell is a sad puppy. 

Talking of puppies, Sophy — little Venus is terribly indis- 
posed. That great awkward creature, Lady Diana, trod on 
its toe as we were coming away yesterday, and the poor thing 
has been dying ever since : you must send down some of 
that stuff ttuit did the dear creature so much good when it 
caught the fever in town last winter. Gerard wrote an Im- 
promptu about Venus's misfortune, which I lost at Mr* 
Knight's, when T went to inquire about *^ The EtoniiOi 
N*. II." I dare say it will be in print by-and-by. 

A great many fashionables were present : Theodosia» 4M \ 
of the heroines of the ^* Windsor Ball," stayed away ; I belief^ 1 
she was afraid of the Punch-bowl; by-the-by, Lemonade 
was substituted, out of compliment to the ladies* Coriana 
was there ; I thought sh« would have been offended by tbe 
abovementioned paper, but I hear she thinks herself compli* 
mented. I send you the few names which 1 picked up in the 
room; I suppose you will see the list at greater length in 
to-morrow's Morning Post :> — 

Duchess — Codille. 

Countess — Mordaunt. 
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Ladies — C. Mowbray, Honoria Saville, G. Wilmot. 

Mistress — Simkins. 

Misses-— E. Mordaunt, F. Harrison, Kelly, Lely, &c. &c. 

Earl — Mowbray. 

Hottourabies — G. Montgdmery, G. Comyn. 

Sirs—¥. Wentworth, H. Soulis, T. Nesbit. 

General — Brose. 

MeMrs. — GrifBn, Hodgson, Grildrig, Sterling, Le .Blanc» 
loomfield, M*Farlane, Musgrave, Swinburne, Norris,Heavy- 
de, O'Connor, Caustic, Lozell, Oakley, Mannering, &c. &c. 

1 think I did pretty well to learn so much in one morning, 
shall see you in Portman-square, on the sixth day of next 
onth, till when, believe me, your's very affectionately, 

M. Lely. 



SUCCESS OF N*. II. 

Martisy 28" Novcmbris, 1820. 

The Club met at the usual hour, when the names were 
silled over, and Mr. Courtenay proceeded to open the busi** 
ess of the evenyig. 

^ Gentlemen, —In calling your attention to the success of 
«t aieeond Number, I feel I have little else to do but to 
mat the congratulations I offered you upon the reception 
four first. The partiality of our schoolfellows has again 
rrerlooked the numerous defects of the work, and has again 
leen more anxious to find subjects for praise than to invent 

S*cs for disapprobation. I have no doubt that this par- 
ty and disposition to be pleased will continue, and this 
dea has been my principal reliance in every difficulty. 
[Hear I hear I hear!) 

** I have now to lay before you, Gentlemen, an application 
rrom a Correspondent, which will shew you the high estima- 
laon in which the " King of Clubs" is held in foreign cburts, 
•^1 meaii the Courts of Law. Mr. Secretary Hodgson will 
read to yon an Extract from the Letter of an * Undoubted 
Old Etonian.* '' 

Verily, Reader, I did essay to comply with the President's 
ilesire, but, inasmuch as I was somewhat perturbed by the 
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suddenness of the order, my hand had some difficulty in ex- 
tracting the letter of our friend the Lawyer from the contents 
of the Green Bag ; for the first letter I opened began thus,— 
'* Mr. C. Knight begs leave to inform Mr. P. Courtanay," 
&c. ; and the exordium of the second was, — ** Lady. Enuly 
Fitz-Hardinge presents her compliments to Mr. Courtenay, 
and . requests," &c. ; my third choice, however, was right, 
and I proceeded to read an extract from the letter as fol- 
lows: — 

. " The First Number had afforded me unmixed gratifica- 
tion, and I am such a voluptuary in Eton matters, that I 
earnestly looked for an increase of my pleasure. The Table 
of Contents promised me no disappointment, and, flinging 
a large bundle of papers, a porter's load, superscribed * In- 
structions for Counsel to amend Bill,* to the extreme verge 
of my Chambers, — armed with my paper-cutter, I opened the 
Pleadings. By the way. Sir, I should inform you, for the 
benefit of Long Chamber, that the tables are turned in 
London ; and that we cut the sheepskin to get at the woolsack, 
not the wool to get at the sheep. By this you will perceive 
that I am a member of the learned profession of the Law ; 
and I would beg to hint, that in the event of the sitnatiot 
not being promised, I shall be glad to accept the ' digdifled 
appointment of Attorney-General to his Majesty * the hhigfi 
Clubs.' But while you continue so moderate in your lui 
guage, and so unpersonal in your topics, I am afraid yoa.w 
not excite any enemies or provoke any libelsy and ttett'iditf ; 
will become of my ex-officio informations, ready cot flri 
dried ?" — (Ttie remainder of the letter consists prindj^y m . 
compliments, which deserve our warmest thanks, but whid 
it would not become us to publish.) 

Various were the jests sported by the Members of the CiA 
upon the foregoing passage; but having been accused* of a 
disposition to pun, I will not repeat the whole of thetn. 

Mr. MusGRAVE ** could have no opinion of a coadintfi 
who stood in need of instructions. to mend his Way-hilly'y^ 
hoped such a person would never be appointed— the Guard. 

Mr. GoLiGHTLY observed, that if our friend ". ctff" Sheep- 
skin, he would never sit .on the Woolsack. 
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»ir F. WsKTWORTH begged leave to protest against ex^qficio 
►rmations.— (Or(/er, order. No Politics,) 
["he President informed the Meeting, that the office of 
bmey-General had been already conferred upon' .bis 
ther, Mr. M. Courtenay ; but " An Undaunted Old Eto- 
a," was welcome to that of iSo//ciVor-General. — (A laugh,) 
Phis topic having been dismissed, Mr. Golightly introduced 
ither, in the following manner : — 

$nty-^— I wish I could give my assent to the assertion of our 
nd, as to the unpersonality of our last Nmnber. 1 think 
t if you look at the Essay on Wordsworth's Poetry, you 
[ find some contradiction to his opinion. It is not my wish 
;ay any thing offensive to my Hon. Friend, Mr. Gerard 
>ntgomery ; but I must take advantage of this opportunity 
express my dissent from almost evt^ry 'argument and opi- 
n he has adduced. I must protest against any agreement 
h bis ideas upon this subject, and hope that the opinion of 
rard Montgomery will not be considered as the opinion of 
King of Clubs." — {Hear, hear, hear,) 
The Hon. Gerard Montgomery was not aware of the ob- 
tioiiable passages to which his Hon. Friend had alluded. 
ihad no idea that his single opinion could be taken for the 
imii of the Members collectively ; and he had particularly 
uded against any such mistake by the usage of the single 
/ instead of the Editorial " W«." 

The President was sure that if any thing had been sent to 
rPrets, of the nature hinted at by Mir. Golightly, it would 
attributed' by the world to its right sources — Youth and 
nperience. 

* SERIA MISTA JOCIS. 

lAr. Sterling stated, that he had heard many complaints 
idi{ of the frivolous style which pervaded the labours of the 
Etonian.*' The Hon. Gentleman observed, that it was cur- 
itly reported that it was the intention of the Editor of the 
>ik to decline all articles which manifested the least ap- 
ladi to a serious or instructive manner. He (Mr. S.) 
ped these reports were groundless, for in the event of their 
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proving true, he should feel himself compelled, however le- 
luctantly, to retire from an undertaking to which he coiiUbe 
of no service whatever. 

Mr. Peregrine Courtenay rose to repel with astoni^ 
men! the charge which had heen brought against him. He 
was sure such a report could only have originated with some 
one who, from motives of prejudice or malignity, was hostile 
to the Publication. He was sensible of the general levity of 
the articles in the ** Etonian," and depended upon Mr. Ster* 
ling for the preparation of some essays of a graver cast.— 
{Hear, kear.) 

UNPARALLELED INSULT TO IklR. MONTGOMERY. 

Th^ Hon. G. Montgomery wished to inquire who corrected 
the proof of N^. II. page S03 ? After some demur it was 
ascertained that the duty had devolved upon Mr. Mutgnve. 
The Hon. G. M. then addressed the Meeting in a tenriUe 
passion : — 

" Sir, — I have bestowed, you are well aware, much time 
and much study upon Godiva, but it is the last tiaae aad die 
last study I will employ in the service of the ' Etoniaa,' mksi 
a proper apology is made to me for this unparalleled oatnge* 
In the fifty-eighth stanza, Mr. Musgrave has introdooei so 
alteration, quite in character with Mr. Musgrave, hot qinte 
out of character with Godiva ; for * the irtsses of htr liva 
hair,' he has inserted ' the traces of her raven hair.' — (J^bm^ 
ter^ — I see in this. Gentlemen, no subject for laughter ; IP 
compare the hair of a Beauty to the harness of a Coadif I 
consider little better than sacrilege, and I am at a loss to eoii' 
ceive what defence Mr. Musgrave can set up for this extrt- 
ordinary affront^.*' 

Mr. Musgrave proceeded to defend his alteratjoii fvithsane 
warmth, lie maintained that hair and harness were in muj 
instances synonymous, and supported his assertion by vanMB 
arguments. He observed that the Greek word avntyn ijg* 
nified properly a part of the carriage, but might also be trtos- 
lated '' small rings, or ringlets." He said there was hot tbs 
difference of one letter between " the poll" and the pcrfe^*'an^ 
concluded by an allusion to the Irish custom of fastening the 
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>lough to the tail of the horse, arguing that the Hibernians, 
>y such a practice, undoubtedly made ** traces** and " tresses*' 
lynonymous. terms. — {Laughter,) 

Mr. O'Connor begged to assure his IIon.Fiiendf that great 
improvements had taken place in Irish agriculture ; and that 
the custom to which he alluded had been abolished many years; 

The Hon. G. Montgomery observed, that he supposed no 
one but an Hibernian, or Mr. Masgrave« could mistake 
** tresses'* for " traces," and hoped he should have no occa- 
sion to repeal his complaint 



THANKS OF THE CLUB. 

On the motion of Mr. Courtenay', the Thanks of the Club 
vere votcjl to the Authors of the following productions, 
vhich are in a state of active preparation: — 

A Greek Version of Johnny Gilpin, by W- 



Ke^w of the " W6rld at Westminster/* 

Ditto of " Wallace," a Tragedy. 

Th^ Eve of Publication, a Poem. — (N. B. Tlie author returns thanks 
4> an unknown friend for his suggestion of this subject.) 

What shall I do ? 

Ilie Genius' of i£schylus, contrasted with that of Sophocles. 

Remarks on Periodical Writing. 

Hioiiglits on Faces. ~ i 

Sdenoe wasted on Trifles. ** He makes Breeches by the Rules of 
IMgmunetry.''— The Mirror. 

Mirtio Sterling on Principle. 
^ AsMurs of Gerard Moiitgomery : Nob. 1,2,3. 

" Once and Away ;" a letter from Nathaniel Homely. 

A Country Wedd^ig. 

Oh the Booksellers' Season. 
Bfr. Oakley m Flattery. 

Mr. LoteU on Plain-'Speakuig. 

FisollMll V. Cricket, -* (A Dialogue between a GaaW-heeper and a 

Mr. Martin SterHng's Public Appeal to Sir Francis Wentworth and the 
Whjjp (rfEngland.^ — (Under amsideration.) 
On the Windsor Dialect. 

A Poetical Description of a Stag Hunt ; by Mr. Musgrave. 
On Sheepflhefuing. 
Oa ^ Baktmny 
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A Dissertation on " Leads /' by Mr. Burton. 

On Puzzles, Riddles, Conundrums, Anagrams, &c, &c. &c. 

On Coleridge's Poetry. 

The Superiority of a West-country Barge o\ or a Dutch Treschuyt. 

Lozell on Weathercocks. 

A series of Essajrs on the respective merits of Chemistry, Astronomy, 
Pneumatics, Hydrostatics, Galvanism, &c.-&c., considered in Bfscieii^ 
point of view, and containing some free animaidversions on many of Ae 
received opinions of Mr. Wallcer ; by Mr. A. Le Blanc. 

The Thanks of the Club were also presented to oar friendly 
under the following Signatures : their favours are with many 
thanks declined:—** T. P."—** A Bit of a Jockey."— " An 
Irishman." — ** A Novelist." — " Juvenis." — " Exchange no 
Robbery."—** Black Stockings."—** A Cricketer."—** Found, 
Found, Found."—*' A."—** No Mannerist."—" A Critic"- 
** A Pigeon."—** A Bad Shilling."— ** Shade of King Henry." 
— ** A Queer Querist." 

The Thanks of the Meeting were next presented to all 
who had contributed any degree of assistance to our Third 
Number. 

REPRINT OF N». I. 

The President then rose and informed the Meeting^ dut 
the demand for Copies of ** The Etonian" was so great, tkit 
a Reprint of the First Number wds already necessary. 

** 1 have thought proper," continued Mr. Courtenay, " ti 
exclude from our Second Edition many local allusiofu, wUck 
having already had the desired effect, need no repetition. 
By this omission, and by compressing the type of some otbd 
pieces contained in the Number, room will be made far a^ 
Poem which is deserving of a much wider circulation tfaao it 
has hitherto obtained. The Poem to which I allude ii €iie 
of those which were contained in a small selection of Poetrfi 
privately printed some time "ago, under the title of ' Tk 
Poetry of the College Magazine.' I see. Gentlemen, by jou 
looks, that you have already guessed the object of my SfkAi 
and it is unnecessary for me to tell you that the Poem I mean 
is * My Brother's Grave.* — (Loud and continued cileefi.)r" 
Notwithstanding the small circulation which was ghreo ^ 
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lese Lines, their reputation has spread very widely, and 
le inquiries for them have been so frequent, that I have pre- 
ailed upon their author to allow of their insertion in the 
ages of * Tlie Etonian.' — (Cheers.) — ^The addition of these 
eautiful lines will probably oblige us a little to exceed the 
sual limits we assign to extra-Etonian productions, but I am 
ire, in the present instance, no one will find fault with us 
)r a transgression which will be the means of giving pub- 
city to ' My Brother's Grave.' " — {Hear, hear, hear.) — Mr. 
ilourtenay concluded by moving the thanks of the Club to 
he Author of" My Brother's Grave." 

The motion was carried by acclamation. 

The thanks of the Meeting were then voted to Mr. Pere-* 
|[rine Courtenay, for his constant services in the good cause, 
dio, after returning thanks, proceeded to address the Meeti- 
ng in these words : — 

• 

MR. COUETENAY's PARTING SPEECH. 

" Gentlemen, — I believe we have now gone through all the 
opics connected with our publication. As this is the last 
ime I shall have the honour of addressing you until after 
he Christmas vacation, allow me to say a few words upon the 
lasign and success of * The Etonian,' before we dismiss the 
(object altogether. 

*' * The Etonian,' Gentlemen, originated in no motives but 
itcal regard for the character of the School, and a wish to 
reMore it to the exalted situation which it held in the olden 
time. Efnolument was out of the question, where the work 
bore so small a price, and was confined to so small a circu- 
UtioD. Personal vanity was equally out of the question, 
•'here every Paper must appear anonymously. * The Eto- 
nittii' therefore, has ventured into publicity with the most 
lioQourable intentions, and has deserved the praise he has re* 
cc^ed, if not by the excellence of his writings, at least by 
the purity of his motives.— (i/cflr, hear, hear.) 

** It is my real opinion. Gentlemen, that * The Etonian' 
^ been a source of no inconsiderable benefit to the School. 
^ has recalled many of her alumni from habits of idleness and 
dissipation; it has opened a new current of exertion to many, 

VOL. J. L 
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who before attempted nothing beyond the theme or the Terses 
of the week ; and it has roused into animation the energiei 
of many, who had been accustomed to waste the most ex- 
alted talents upon less worthy pursuits. — {Hear^ hear, hear.) 

** Apprehensions have been expressed that in the attention 
requisite to be paid to the work, the studies of the School 
might be neglected. If I thought this could possibly be the 
case, I would immediately give up the undertaking which 
would require such a sacrifice. But in the life of an Etonian 
moments of leisure perpetually occur, which, if they were 
not devoted to the pages of ' The Etonian,' would be given 
to far less improving occupations. I have bestowed no in- 
considerable portion of time and study upon ' The Etonian,' 
but I can safely affirm that I have not spent upon it one 
single moment which ought to have been employed in more 
serious studies. 

" For myself, Gentlemen, I wish, before we separate, to 
return you my most grateful thanks for the assistance I have 
received. I must confess that when I took upon me the 
office of Editor to ' The Etonian,' I looked forward to it as 
a laborious and an invidious task, but the cordiality and una- 
nimity — (No, from Mr, Oaklet^) — which has prevailed among 
you, has proved my apprehensions groundless. 

** It has been my wish to enlist in our undertaking (in ad* 
dition to the members of the Club) all who are distinguished 
among our schoolfellows for genius or attainments, and I 
have in a great measure succeeded. If there are any to'wbom 
I have omitted to make a personal application for their sup- 
port, I hope they will impute the omission to any cause rather 
than to intentional neglect. — (Hear, hear,) 

" I cannot express in too warm terms the gratitude I feel to 
our correspondents at the Universities. The interest they 
have taken in our success has been so universal, that it htt 
been found necessary to restrict the portion o{ the work al- 
lotted to foreign contributions to twenty pages. I hope this 
will serve as an apology to many Gentlemen, whose favoun 
we have been obliged to decline. 

*' I beg leave to repeat to all our friends, my most sincere 
thanks for all favours past and to come, and wishing you all . 



/ 
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merry Christmas, in my capacity of Editor, I bid you for 
e present Farewell." 

The worthy Chairman sat down amidst lt>ud and unanimous 

leering from all parts of the room* 

The business of the Meeting having been thus disposed of, 

e remainder of the evening was spent in mirth and convi- 

ality. 

In the course of the evening the following loyal and pa- 
iotic toasts were given : — 

" Floreat Etona." — Nine times nine. 

" The Higher Powers." — ^Three times three. 

'* Six, five, four, three, two, and one. May their interests 
5ver be separated." 

** Cricket;" — a second beating to the King's-men; and a 
^ond meeting with Harrow." . 

*' Football." 
Rowing." 

The King of Clubs, and * The Etonian/ Popularity to 
le first, and a good sale to the second." 

The evening was concluded by the following Eclogue in 
rand Chorus, composed expressly for the occasion by the 
[on. 6. Montgomery, and sung in great style by all the 
>cal strength of the company: — 



CHRISTMAS; AN ECLOGUE, 

I. 

HON. 6. MONTOOMERT. 

Hail to thy wrinkled visage, bleak December ! 

Hail to thy frozen hair, and purple nose ! 
Successor merry of morose November, 

Hail to thy radiant diadem of snows ! 

HR. COURTENAT. 

We humbly hope each Honourable Member 
WiQ faithfully transmit his verse or prose. 

L 2 
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MR. O CONNOR. 



Och! Honeys ! — it 's O'Connor won't be sober, 
^hen jovial Cbristmas taps thp bright October ! 



II. 



SIR T. NESBIT. 



Hail to thee, " old October, brown and bright,*' 
Thou princely offspring of John Barleyco]:n! 
Honest dispenser of most rich delight, 

From peer's cut glass and peasant's humble horn. 
Hail mighty Tap ! — on one auspicious night 
Thou and His Majesty of Clubs were born,* 
Nor shall your merits unforgotten slumber, 
Ye " twin-born stars," in this our Christmas Number. 

III. 

MR. GOLIGHTLY. 

I *m very fond of Christmas — 't is a season 

When all things wear their most attractive looks ; 

When Fun and Frolic break the bond of Reason, 
And Eton Scholars fly from birch and books. 

MR. ROWLEY. 

And iced Plumb-cakes at every, turn one sees, in 
The tempting windows of the Pastry-cooks; 

HON. G. MONTGOMERY. 

And churches shine with mistletoe and holly, 
And houses ring with laughter, song — 



* October 20, 1820. 
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MR. OAKLET. 

AndfoDy! 

IV. 
HON. 6. MONTGOMERY. 

And the shrill voice of children carolling 
At break of morning melts into your ear. 

Rude, but most eloquent music ; — not the string 
Touched by a master's finger, nor the clear 

And thrilling voice of ladies, e*er could ring 
Notes half so touching to my simple ear, 

As the wild strains those sinless songsters ply— - 

Their artless' unaffected minstrelsy 1 



V. 



MR. GOLIGHTLT, 

I *m devilish fond of music. — ^When in town 
I often go (most country people do) 

To hear the public singers of renown, 
The 'witching Stephens^ and the young Carew* 

The former lady I prefer, I own — 
But I'm no critic — Lozell, what say you? 

MR. LOZELL. 

I only wish the manager, next year. 

In Ascot Race-week would bring both down heife. 



VI. 



MR. COURTENAY. 

N.B. I wish it to be understood, 
That I mean no oblique insinuation, 

Against the present most melodious mood 
Of our serene Etonian population. 
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Golightly*8 concerts are extremely good — 

Though worthy Martin Sterling's condemnation 
Of those immodest melodies from Moore, 
Is very right and proper^ I am sure. 



VII. 



Quo Musa tendis? — What a long digression 
From the calm tenour of your way you've made; 

You 'd best make haste and re-obtain possession, 
Or you '11 provoke the reader, I *m afraid. 

I hear him now, in a tremendous passion, 
Exclaiming, ** Curse you for a prosy jade !" 

But this same metre loves to be digressive, 

The plan 's convenient^the effect excessive. 



VIII. 



HON. o. MOKTGOMERT {ruviiig With inspiration) 

Now to my theme — the wintry storms are sleeping, 
The stars are floating through the cloudless sky. 

And Heaven and Earth, a breathless silence keepingt 
Repose in beautiful serenity : 

While playful Dian, through my window peeping, 
Attracts, in silence, my enraptured eye 

To where her amorous radiance sleeps, below. 

On the white bosom of the virgin snow.* 



* I cannot conceive how a person of Mr. Montgomery's known vera- 
city could be guilty of such a tissue of falsehoods as are comprised i0 
this stanza. At the time when it was uttered, there was no snow o^^ 
the ground, and no moon above the horizon ; and if there had been, sb^ 
could not well have ma^e her way through the Christopher windovT' 
shutters. The fact ie, Mr. Montgomery was half-seas over at tbe mO' 
ment. R. H. 
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IX. 



T is sweet on this most solemn scene to gaze-^ 
There is deep beauty in a winter night — 



MR. GOLIGHTLY. 



*T is sweeter far to see the coal-fire blaze, 
Flinging its warm and comfortable light 

On the wide circle, while around it plays 
The passing jest — 



MR. ROWLEY. 



And oh ! with what delight, 
When the brain Bags, our craving stomachs hsul 
Fat oysters ! — 



MR. O CONNOR. 

Whiskey punch ! ! — 

SIR T. NESBIT. 

And humming ale ! ! ! 

MR. ROWLEY* 

People may talk as warmly as they please 
Of true love's joys — they can't compare with this. 

Gerard and Fred, may prate, upon their ki^ees, 
About the raptures of a lady's kiss — 

MR. STERLING. 

I never kiss young ladies — joys like these — 
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MR. ROWLEY. 



Don't suit the notions that I 've form'd of bliss: 
I 'm but a simple, tasteless, sensual sinner — 
Give me a good, substantial, Christmas dinner. 



XI. 

All hail ! thou Monarch of the smiling board. 
Majestic Turkey, thus I bow before thee 

In humblest supplication — mighty Lord ! 
Most dainty victor ! — thus I do adore thee. 

All hail ! the forced-meat balls with which thou 'rt stored, 
All hail ! the sausage fetters steaming o'er thee ! 

Hail ! sweet-bread sauce, on which my soul is gloating! 

All hail ! the gravy-flood in which thou 'rt floating. 



XII. 

Hail ! ye inferior, yet delightful dishes, 

O'er which, in trance ecstatic, roves my eye ! 

Ye savoury fowls, ye most alluring flshes. 
Thou brandy, flashing in the burnt mince-pie ! 

In you are centred all my earthly wishes, 

'Midst you, methinks, 't were happiness to die! 

Hail ! cod and oyster-sauce ! — quail ! — partridge !— bus- 
tard! — 

Lobster ! — ^plumb-pudding ! — apple-pie ! — and custard! 



XIII. 

No more — no more — 1 've fifty more to mention, 
But I '11 omit them for the reader's sake. 

Yet to pass thee would merit reprehension, 

Thou best and biggest, most beloved plumb-cake ! 
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I understand it is the King's intention * 

A most superb one for Twelfth Night to bake ; 
Therefore, my Muse, repress thine ill-timed haste, — 
I '11 not describe it till I know its taste. 



XIV. 



MR. COURTENAY. 

Well, then, adieu until again we meet, 
A merry Christmas, gallants, to you all ! — 

Gay be your pleasures, and your slumbers sweet, 
Fair be the feast, and brilliant be the ball ; 

But don't forget th* Etonian — I repeat 
This maxim — for its wisdom is not small, 

Hunt, drink, shoot, dance ; be merry while you may,— 

But write like devils ^n a rainy day. 



ON THE PRACTICAL ASYNDETON. 



(( 



Nil fuit unquam 



Tam dispar sibi.".^HoR. 

The Treatise on the Practical Bathos which appeared 
>ur first Number, and which we have the vanity to 
)e is not entirely blotted out from the recollection of 



Marvel not, reader, that the King of Cluhs should make twelfth- 
at Christmas. Did not the Queen of Hearts make tarts at Mid- 

mer?— / 

<' The Queen of Hearts 
She made some tarts. 

All on a summer day." — R. H. 

L 5 
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our readers, was intended as the first of a series of Disser- 
tations, in which we design to apply the beauties of the 
figures of the Grammarians to the purposes of real life. 
We are very strongly tempted to pursue this design, 
when we reflect upon the advantages which have already 
been the result of the abovementioned Treatise. We are 
assured, from the most indisputable authority, that the 
number of the speciniens of tliat most admirable figure 
exhibited by our schoolfellows in the exercises of the ensu- 
ing week was without precedent m the Annals of Etonian 
Literature. We have no doubt but those apt scholars 
who have so readily profited by our recommendation of 
the Bathos, as far as regards Composition, will, at no very 
distant period,' make the same use of this inestimable 
figure in the regulation of their D/sposition. But it is 
time to quit this topic, and to enter upon the second of 
our piroposed series ; " a Treatise on the Practical Asyn- 
deton.*" 

First, then, as in duty and in gallantry bound, we must 
construe this hard word. The figure Asyndeton, in Gram- 
mar, is that by which conjunctions are omitted, and an 
unconnected appearance given to the sentence, which is 
frequently inexpressibly beautiful. Who is there of our 
rising orators who has not glowed with all the inspiration 
of a Homan, when Fancy echoes in his ears the brief, the 
unconnected, and energetic thunders of the Consul, 
" Abiit^ excessitj evasit^ erupit V What reader of tragedy 
does not sympathize with the Orosmane of Voltaire, wnen, 
upon the receipt of the billet from Zayre, his anxiety 
bursts out in those beautifully unconnected expresaons, 

*• Donne ! — qui la" porte ? — doune !*' 

The use of connecting particles in either of these cases 
would have ruined every thing. They would have de- 
stroyed the majesty of Cicero, and reduced to the level of 
an everyday Novelist the simple tenderness of Orosmane. 
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The use of this figure, however, is not confined to par- 
titular sentences or expressions. It sometimes pervades 
the five Acts of what is miscalled a Regular Drama, or 
spreads an uncertain transparent gleam over the other- 
wise insupportable sameness of some inexphcable Epic. 
Numberless are the writers who have been indebted to its 
as»stance; but our own, our immortal countryman, Shak- 
speare, preserves an undisputed station at the head of the 
list. Fettered by no imitation, but the imitation of 
Nature; bound down to no rules but the vivid concep- 
tions of an untutored, self-working genius, — ^he hurries us 
from. place to place with the velocity of a torrent; we 
appear to be carried on by a rushing stream, which con- 
veys our boat so rapidly in its eddies, that we pass through 
a thousand scenes, and are unable to observe for a moment 
the abruptness Mrith which the changes are effected. 

Our modern Farce-writers have, with laudable emula- 
tion, followed the example of this great master of the 
Stage; but, as in their use of this figure they possess the 
audacity without the genius of the Bard they imitate, 
they cannot prevent us from perceiving the frequent Asyn- 
deton in place, in plot, or in character. The beauty of 
the countries to which they introduce us is not such as to 
withdratir us frcmi the contemplation of the outrageously 
miraculous manner in which we were transported to them. 

We have delayed the reader quite long enough with this 
preliminary discussion, and will now enter at oncfe upon 
our main subject;— the Asyndeton in Life. 
. We should imagine that few of our readers are ignorant 
of the charms of novelty; few have lived through their 
boyhood and their youth without experiencing the disgust 
which a too frequent repetition of the same pleasure in- 
fallibly produces. There is in novelty a charm, the want 
of which no other qualification can in any degree compen- 
sate. The most studied viands for the gratification of th^ 
appetite please us when first we enjoy them, but the en- 
joyment becomes tasteless by repetition, and tKe " Crambe 



«. 
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repetitd"" of satiety provokes nausea instead of exciting 
desire. Thus it is in other and weightier matters. The 
pleasures which we first devoured with avidity lose much 
of their relish when they recur a second time, and are 
mere gall and wormwood to us when their sweets have 
become famihar to our taste. A common every-day cha- 
racter, although its possessor may enjoy abundance of 
worth and good sense, makes no impression on our minds; 
but the novelty of capricious Beauty or uncultivated 
Genius finds a sure road to our hearts. 

This is something too long jEbr a digression ; but novelty 
is a very pretty theme, and must be our excuse. We will 
return forthwith to our subject. 

Smce novelty then has so much weight m influencing 
the judgment, or at least the prejudices of mankind, it is 
right that this most desirable quahfication should not be 
neglected by young persons on their debut upon the stage 
of ufe; we must be masters of this excellence before we 
can expect to shine in any other; we must be new before 
we can hope to be amusing. 

Now the Figure which we have been discussing, or 
rather, the Figure which we ought to have been dis- 
cussing, is the very essence and quintessence of novelty. 
It is perpetually brin^g before our eyes old scenes in a 
new form, old friends in a new dress, old recollections in 
a new imagery : it is the cayenne of Ufe ; and from it 
the dishes, which would without it cloy and disgust, de- 
rive a perpetual variety of taste and pungency. It takes 
from the scenes we so often witness tneifr unpleasing uni- 
formity, and gives to our mortal career an air of ro^ 
mance which is inexpressibly amusing. All ranks of 
persons may alike derive benefit from it. By its use the 
charms of the Beauty become more irresistible, the ex- 
ploits of the General more astonishing, the character of 
' the Rake more excusable. It gives in an equal degree 
pleasure to those who behold, and advantage to those 
who practise it. 
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How then is it to be practised ? The manner and the 

.nethod are sufficiently obvious. Never wear to-morrow 

the same character, or the same dress, that you wore to- 

day. Be, if you can, *^ puncto mobilis horcR,'''' Be red 

one hour, and pale the next ; vary your temper, your 

appearance, your language, your manners, unceasingly. 

Let not your studies or your amusements continue the 

same for a week togetner. Skim over the surface of 

every thing, and be deep in nothing ; you may think a 

little, read a httle, gamble a little : but you must* not 

think deep, read deep, or play deep^ In short, be every- 

;thing and nothing ; the butterfly in life, tasting every 

flower, and tasting only to leave it. 

Do you think too much is required ? Far from it. 
Antiquity has handed down to us a character possessed, 
in a most transcendent degree, of all the qualifications 
we have exacted. W^ always like to get an example or 
two from antiquity, because it looks learned. Alcioiades 
then we can safely propose as a model for all juvenile 
practitioners in the Asyndeton. Was he grave one day? 
He lai^hed the next. Was he an Orator one day ? He 
was a Bufibon the next. Was he a Greek one day ? 
He was a Persian the next. To sum up his character, 
he was skilled in every profession ; an amateur in every 
fashion; adorned by every virtue; made infamous by 
every vice. He moralized hke a philosopher, jested like 
a mountebank, fought like a hero, lied like a scoundrel, 
lived like a knowing one, and died hke a fool. 

We assert, and we defy the soundest sophist in the 
world to contradict us, that these mixed characters ob- 
tain and preserve a greater portion of the admiration of 
the world, than more consistent and less interesting per- 
sonages. We wonder not at the uniformity of the Fixed 
Star, but our imagination is actively employed upon the 
unusual appearance of tha Comet. Thus the man of 
firm and unchangeable steadiness of principle receives 
our esteem, and is forgotten; while the meteoric appear- 
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ance of inconsistent eccentricity takes instant hold of our 
admiration, and is decoratea with ten thousand inde- 
scribable attractions by the proper exercise of the Asyn- 
deton. 

But why do we dilate so much upon the authority of 
Alcibiades? It has been the almost invariable practice of 
all great men, in all ages, to pay particular attention to the 
cultivation of this figure. Wnat a prodigy of the Asyn- 
deton was Alexander ! His father Philip may have had 
more science, perhaps more bottom ; but the eccentri- 
cities of AJexander, the extraordinary rapidity with 
which he changed the ring for the gin-shop, and laid 
down the thunderbolt of Ammon to assume the quart- 
pot of Hercules, have given, and will preserve to hhn, 
the first leaf in the good books of the young and the 
hasty. 

Are we not more delighted by the capricious muta- 
biUty of Queen Bess than by the moral uniformity of 
Queen Anne ? Is it not a pleasing marvel, and a mar- 
vellous pleasure, to look at the last days of Oliver Crom- 
well, when the usurper, perpetually stretched upon the 
tenter-hooks of conscience, dared not travel tne same 
road twice, nor sleep two nights following in the same 
bed ? * Spirit of mutability, what pranks must thou 
have played with the Protector ! 

Since these are the channs of the Asyndeton, it is not 
surprising that the poets should have so frequently 
thrown a spice of it into the characters of their heroes 
Putting Fingal and Mneas out of the way, we have no 
Hero of any importance who can make pretensions to a 
consistency in perfection ; and even the latter of these 
trips occasionally into the Asyndeton ; especially when 



• Upon the first of these cu-cumstances Mr. Musgrqve remarks tbitf 
Oliver must have run a strange irregular coach ; upon the second, Mr. 
Burton observes that Mr. Cromwell must have been but indiflerent in 
the way of economy. 
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he puts off his usual denominations of ** pius^* or *' pa^ 
UTj in order to. be simply ^' Dux Trojanus'"' at the 
court of Queen Dido. As for Achilles, nis whole life, 
** magna si quicquam credk Homero^ is an Asyndeton. 
He is equally a warrior and a ballad-singer, a prince 
arid a cook. To-day he cuts up oxen, and to-onorrow 
he cuts up Trojans. In battle he is as stout a glutton 
as ever peeled at Moulsey-hurst. At supper he is as 
hungry a glutton as ever sat down to a turtle. Homer ' 
has been blamed for the faults of his hero. For our 
part we think with his defenders, that the character 
which aims with success at perfection, aims in vain at 
interest ; and the feats of Achilles appear to us to derive 
much of their lustre from the Asyndeton which pervades 
them. Aware of the charm which a character receives 
from the use of this figure, modern writers have followed, 
in this point, the example of their great forerunner, 
and have thrown into the characters of most pi their 
heroes a particle of this fascinating inconsistency, 
Hence we have the soldier of Flodden Field, something 
between a freebooter and a knight, 

''-Now forging scrolls, now foremost in the fight, 
Not quite a felon, yet but half a knight." 

Hence we trace the unconnected wanderings of a noble, 
but ruined spirit in Manfred ; and hence we wonder at 
the mysterious union of virtue and vice in the gloomy 
Corsair, who 

** Leaves a name to other times, 
Link'd with one virtue and a thousand crimes,** 

Now, for the instruction of our readers in this elegant, 
nay, necessary accomplishment, we must begin by ob- 
serving that the Asyndeton may be practised in various 
manners and* matters. There is the Asyndeton in ac- 
tions, the Asyndeton in dress, and the Asyndeton in 



2352 THE ETONIAN. 

conversation. The first of these is adapted to the capju 
cities of promising young men, who have some talent, 
some wit, and just sufficient vanity to render both of no 
service. The second is very proper to be used by the 
lady with httle beauty, who wishes to be " brillante ;" 
and the third is equally suitable to the lady with little 
wit, who wishes to be ^^ picquanteP We have made 
our treatise so prolix, and indulged in such frequent 
digressions, that we fi^ar our description will be consi- 
dered a specimen of the figure we are describing ;— ^e 
will therefore briefly conclude this, as we concluded our 
former Essay, by throwing together a few promiscuous 
specimens of the Asyndeton, in the above classes of its 
professors : — 

WiUiaifi Mutable, January 31 , 1820,Left Cambridge a wrangler. — Feb. 12, 
Studied ** Fancy*' with Jackson. — March 10, Entered the " Ba- 
chelors* Club.** — ^April 1, Married ! the day was ominous. 

Chai'les Random, Feb. 20, 1820, Bought a commission. — ^26th ditto, 
Entered himself of the Temple. — March 1, Entered the Church, 
and sported a wig. — March 6, Left off the wig and fell in love.— 
Marcli 20, Despaired, and turned Quaker. — March 30, Caught a 
fever by dancing. — Feb. 1, Quite recovered.— Feb. 2, Died. 

Sophia Mellon. — First Masquerade in the season, a Venus. — 2d, a Vesta. 
— 3d, a Georgian.— 4th, a Gipsy. 



Laura Voluble. — Seven o'clock. Talking morality with the Doctor.— 
Eight, Nonsense with the Captam. — Nine, Greek with the Pedant. 
—Ten, Love with the Poet. — Eleven,— Silent ! ! /—This \m the 
most marvellous change of all, and Laura is without a rival in the 
Asyndeton. 



\ 
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THE CONTENTED LOVER. 



which is established ought always to be considered as the best. 

Morning Post, Sept. 14, 18^-. 

1 ASK not if the world enfold 

A fairer form than thine, 
Tresses more rich in flowing gold, 

And eyes of sweeter shine. 

It is enough for me to know 
' That thou art fair to sight ; 

That thou hast locks of golden^ow. 
And eyes of playful light. 

I ask not if there beat on earth 

A warmer heart than thine, 
A soul more rich in simple worth, 

A genius more divine. 



t*"^ 



It is enough for me to prove 

Thou hast a soul sincere, 
A heart well made for quiet love, 

A fancy rich and clear. 

Already by kind Heaven so far 

Beyond my wishes bless'd, 
I would not, with presumptuous prayer, 

Petition for the best. 

While thou art wise, and good, and fair, 

Thou art that best to me ; 
Nor would I, might I choose, prefer 

A lovelier still to thee. 
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ON SIGNS. 



-** Granby, Burgoyne, Keppel, Howe, 



Evil and good, have had their tithe of talk, 

And fiU'd their sign-posts then, like Wellesley now." — Don Juan. 

One often hears it remarked by people not in general 
the most ready to allow the superiority of modem taste, 
that a visible improvement has been effected in our 
streets by the removal of those various emblems which 
every shopkeeper thought himself entitled to display over 
his aoor, just as his rancy and judgment might direct 
Now, if these worthy folks had paid more attention to 
beauty and regularity, perhaps the mingled |X)ws of 
birds, beasts, and fishes, not .to mention grimns and other 
non-descripts, might have had a very natural and pic- 
turesque appearance, to the manifest detriment of Exeter 
''Change and Mr. Polito, who would never have been able 
to equal them either in variety or singularity. But an 
unaccountable ambition seems to have seized the other- 
wise sober citizens in this instance, for each tried to rival 
his neighbour in originality of invention and splendor of 
execution, without due regard to the limitation of their 
genius, or to the safety of the passengers, which was fre- 
quently endangered oy the eccentric position of these 
ornaments. 

Thanks to Education Committees, and Messrs. Bell 
and Lancaster, or, prior to them, to Subscription and 
Sunday Schools, the learning of later times is so much 
increased and forwarded, that there are really not many 
people who go into a shop without being able to read 
the name of the owner of it ; so that the old devices, 
formerly necessary for distinction'*s sake, soon got out of 
use, and are now almost totally discontinued. 
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A curious observer may still trace many very evident 
relics of this notable custom. Need I exemplify the 
chubby little Indians, standing on rolls of the precious 
herb, which grace the entrance of the tobacconist s shop ; 
.the equally elegant Mandarins conspicuous in the gro- 
cer**s window ; or the branches of gilded sugar-loaves 
which nod on the outside ; the glorious cocked hat, sig- 
nificant of the hatter^s trade; the barber'*s pole; the 
pretty yellow fishes depending from their taper rods, a 
specimen of all that an angler requires ; the three balls 
of the pawnbroker ; and a thousand others which doubt- 
less any old Cockney would readily point out to me, 
though at present they escape my memory ? Any one 
may, see that these which I have enumerated are as ap- 
propriate as possible ; the pawnbroker's is the most pb- 
leure, and the explication of that is supposed to be, ac- 
cording to the most learned authorities, two to one 
amhist their unhappy customer. The barber's pole ex- 
pJuEuns his obsolete art of bleeding, and tKe meaning of 
the i-est is easily comprehended. It may be justly 
doubted whether the gorgeous exhibition of the King's 
arms is quite so apphcable, which many show off in all 
the magnificence of painting, gilding, and heraldry, 
merely because they happen at some time or other to 
have furnished some one member of the Royal Family 
with a pair of gloves or a wax candle. 

However, all the above-mentioned devices, although 
they may be more exactly adapted for the purpqse of 
illustration, certainly fall far short of the majesty and 
the dignity of those greater and nobler ones in former 
times. Nothing more clearly shows the superior taste of 
Mr. Smith, perfumer, ^with due deference do I say it, 
to Messrs. Delcroix, Rigge, and others,) than that he 
has dared, amid the general defection of his neighbours, 
to retain that correct and illustrious monument of his 
'house, the civet cat ; and indeed I seriously recommend 
to his namesake, Mr. John Smith, of Etonian celebrity, 
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that, to adorn the front or rather roof of his shop, ele- 
gant as it ah*eady is, he procure a faithful representadon 
of the same odoriferous animal. 

More I dare say there may be who have firmly with- 
stood the tide of general custom, whom I should be 
happy to mention with equal honour; but to retmnto 
my subject, the real amateur of sigkis must seek them in 
their legitimate and now almost only place, where they 
have lived, and still hve in all their pristine glory, be- 
fore houses of hospitality. Now I am not very par- 
ticular whether these be represented on wood or on tin; 
whether they be carved or cast ; — but one thing I greatly 
grieve and strongly protest against, namely, the substi- 
tution of a name in mere letters. What are those peo- 
ple to do, poor souls, who cannot put syllables togeuier, 
if any such there be, who, on being recommended to take 
a drop at the King's Head, upon their arrival at the 
imagined place, find, in lieu of the Royal Portnut, a 
board scribbled over with uliintelligible characters? 
What is to become of that useful, that respectable, that 
skilful, that much-viUfied body of men, the sisn-painters, 
if their talents are not encouraged, and their perform- 
ances, undeservedly called vulgar daubs, are not exposed 
to pubhc admiration ? For their vindication from the 
common censure, I shall merely say that one of the 
great Italian masters first employed his brush in touch* 
ing a sign; and indeed this much-despised profession 
must be considered as a great nursery for genius. I caiUK)t 
help thinking that sign-painters have conferred conader- 
able celebrity upon some persons, which they never would 
have had otherwise — or at least of so long a duration. 
Who would ever think of the Marquis of Granby, unless 
his features, as well as his name, had been rescued frcMn 
oblivion by the diligence and art of sign-painters ? Who 
would have heard of Bishop Blaize, of the Grolden 
Farmer, and many other worthies of local interest, un- 
less their fame had been perpetuated by the same'means? 
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These unfortunate artistd are so far from receiving any 
thanks for their manifest services, that they are even 
blamed for not preserving hkenesses more exactly. It is 
generally understood to be extremely difficult for any 
punter to please the person whose likeness he takes, 
what then must be the hardship which these performers 
labour under, when they are obUged to give satisfaction 
perhaps to some thousands of eyes which may see the 
identical work at different times ? No wonder that they 
should sometimes take the favourable side, and perhaps 
flatter a httle too much. How much better it is that 
townVpeople and villagers idiould beUeve Lord Nelson to 
have been a jolly, brave-looking tar, as they view him 
represented, tnan tiiiat truth should be too much studied, 
and that they should know his hollow weather-beaten 
visage, his lank hair, and unprepossessing appearance, 
all of which things, no doubt, would diminisn their re- 
spect for him ? Perhaps they would not like the Duke 
cf Wellington quite so well, did they know his Grace's 
real and natural appearance. It would be easy to men- 
tion a thousand more examples of great men, such as 
our late revered Monarch, and many other Kings in the 
English history, whose looks have not suffered at all by 
being entrusted to the taste of a sign-painter. 

The humoiu*s and fancies of innkeepers in the choice 
of their emblems have been so different, that, passing 
over the human heads, the red and white lions, the 
black and white swans, in fact, the " alituum pecu- 
dumque genus,** it would be a matter of endless labour. 
But it really is very much to be desired that some accu- 
rate and scientific observer would particularise the most 
uncommon ones, and investigate their origin and etymo- 
logy ; in fact, that he should compose a regular Trea- 
tise on Signs* In the course of this, he might give 
some very salutary instructions to landlords respecting 
the size and arrangement of them; — whether they are 
better affixed to the side of the house, or swinging upon 
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a good oak post ;— whether they should rather be sur- 
mounted with a merry young Bacchus, or with a bunch 
of grapes ; — and, in fine, what mask is the most alluring 
and most irresistible. I perfectly well remember the 
little inn, where, under the words, " The Crooked 
BiUet,'' a little piece of wood was displayed, twisted in 
the most fantastic manner ; and another, known by a 
great gilt raven, before which a bird of that species hops 
about, perpetually croaking the sweetest notes of invi- 
tation. Luckily the people there are not superstitious; 
or, perhaps, much to the detriment of the host, they 
- might think the place ominous. 

The author of the work I propose can never be in want 
of materials ; he will be able also to enliven his histories 
with the most agreeable reminiscences. How he may dilate 
over the Shakspeare'^s Head, or the Mitre Tavern, where 
Johnson and his Club used to hold their meetings ! If he 
is inclined for satire and invective, where will he find a finer 
field than in declaiming against those herds of thieves 
and profligates, who make the Sign-post their refuge, 
their banner, and their rendezvous ? If he be desirous 
of moralizing, he may talk, in two or three groans, about 
the increase of intemperance. Finally, if he be a " good 
Fellow,*" he may dnnk now and then a glass of beer at 
some of the neatest taps, to refresh him during his te- 
dious and personal researches, and he will wnte most 
lustily against Hotels, Cafes, and, in fact, all places of 
hospitality whicludisdain the ancient and honourable or- 
naments of a Sijsm, 

^ T.N, 
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TO JULIO, 



ON HIS COMING OV AGE. 



Juuo, while Fancy's tints adorn 
The first bright beam of manhood's morn, 
The cares of boyhood fleet away, 
Like clouds before the face of day ; 
And see, before your rayish*d eyes, 
New hopes appear, new duties rise. 
Restraint has left his iroli throne. 
And Freedom smiles on twenty-one. 

Count o'er the friends, whom erst you knew 
When careless boyhood deem'd them true, 
W\th whom you wiled the lazy hours 
Round fond Etona's classic towers, 
Or strayed beside the learned mud 
Of ancient Cam's meand'ring flood ; 
The follies that in them you view. 
Shall be a source of good to you. 

With mincing gait, and foreign air. 
Sir Philip strays through park and square, 
Or yawns in Grange's sweet recess. 
In all the studied ease of dress ; 
Aptly the manling's tongue, I deem. 
Can argue o.n a lofty theme,— 
Which damsel hath the merrier eye. 
Which fop the better-fancied tie, 
Which perfume hath the sweeter savour. 
Which soup the more inviting flavour ; 
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And Fashion, at Sir Philip's call, 
Ordains thiR collar's rise and fall, 
And shifts the Brummel's varying hue, 
From blue to brown, from brown to blue. 

And hence the motley crowd whoe'er 
Bear Fashion's badge — or wish to bear, 
From Hockley-hole to Rotten-row, 
Unite to dub Sir Philip — beau. 

And such is Fashion's empty fame — 
Squire Robert loaths the very name ; 
The rockets hiss, the bonfires blaze. 
The peasants gape in still amaze ; 
The field unplough'd— the ox unyoked. 
The farmer's mouth with pudding choked, 
The sexton's vest of decent brown, 
The villag&^naiden's Sunday gown, 
tn joyful union seem to say, 
" Squire Robert is of age to-day.'' 

The bumpkins hurry to the Bell, 
And clam'rous tongues in riot swell ; 
Anger is hot — and so is liquor ; 
They drink confusion to the Vicar — 
And shout and song from lad and lass, 
And broken heads — and broken glass. 
In concert horrible, declare 
Their loyal rev'rence for the heir. 

• 

Right justly may the youthful squire 
These transports in his slaves inspire ; 
At every fireside through the place 
He 's welcome as the curate's grace ; 
He tells his story, cracks his joke. 
And drinks his ale, " like other folk ;*'* 
Fearless he risks that cranium thick 
At cudgelling and singlestick ; 
And then his stud ! — Why ! far and wide 
It is the county's chiefest pride ! 
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Ah ! had his steed no firmer hrains 
Than the mere thing that holds the reins, 
Grief soon would bid the beer to run 
Because the squire's mad race was done, 
Not less than now it froths away, 
Because '*. the squire *s of age to day.** 

Far diflCerent jpoqip inspired of old 
The youthful Roman's bosom bold, 
Soon as a father*s honour'd hand 
Gave to his grasp the casque and brand, 
And off tiie light praetexta threw^ 
And from his neck the bulla drew. 
Bade him the toga's foldings scan. 
And glory in the name of " Man." 
. Far different pomp lit ardour high 
In the young German's eajger eye. 
When, beading o er his offspring's head, . 
An aged ske half-weeping sai4, — 
" Thy duty to thy father done. 
Go forth— and be thy country's son." 
Heav'ns ! how his bosom burn d to dare 
The'grim delight of manhood's war. 
And brandish in no mimic field 
His beaming lance and osier shield : 
How his young bosom long'd to claim 
In war's wide tumylt manhood's namtf« ' 
And write it, 'midst the battle's foam, 
Jin the best blood of trembling Rome! 

Such was the hope, the barbarous joy, 
That nerved to arms the German boy ; 
A flame as s^rdent, more refined. 
Shall brightly glow in Julio's mind ; 
But yet I 'd rather see thee smile 
Grimly on war's embattled file, 
I 'd rather see the^ wield in strife 
The Germain butcher's reckless knife, 
Thinking thy claims to manhood grow 
From each pale cor^e that bleeds below ;rrT 
'■*. I. H 



242 tHV ETONIAN. 

I 'd rather view thee thus, than see 
A modern blockhead rise in thee. 

Is it a study for a Peer 
To breathe soft vows in hidy*s ear, 
To choose a coat — or leap a gate, 
To win an heiress — or a plate ? 

Far nobler studies shall be thine — 
So Friendship and the Muse divine : 
It shall be .yours, in danger's hour, 
To guide the helm of British power, 
And *midst thy country's laurell'd crown 
To mix a garland all thine own. 

Julio, from this auspicious day, 
New honours gild thine onward way ; 
In thee Posterity shall view 
A heart to faith and feeling true, 
And Fame her choicest wreaths shall blend, 
For Virtue's, and the poor ms^n's friend. 



TO JULIA, 



PREPARING FOR HER FIRST SEASON IN TOWN. * 



Julia, while London's fancied bliss 
Bids you despise a life like this. 
While ■ and its joys you leave, 

For hopes, that flatter to deceive. 
You will not scomftiUy refuse, 
(Though dull the theme, and weak the Muse,) 
To look upon my line, and hear 
What Friendship sends to Beauty's ear. 
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Four miles from* Town, a neat abode 
O'erlooks a rose-bush, and a road ; 
A paling, clean'd with constant care, 
Surrounds ten yards of neat parterre. 
Where dusty ivy strives to crawl 
Five inches up the whiten'd wall. 
The open window, thickly set 
With myrtle, and with mignionette. 
Behind whose cultivated row 
A brace of globes peep out for show. 
The ILvenue — the burnished plate. 
That decks the would-be rustic gate, 
Denote the fane where Fashion dwells, 
— " Lyce's Academy for Belles.** 

Twas here, in earlier, happier days, 
Retired from Pleasure*s weary maze. 
You found; unknown to care or pain, . 
The peace you will not find again. 
Here Friendships, far too fond to last, 
A bright, but fleeting radiance cast, 
On every sport that Mirth devised, 
And every scene that Childhood prized. 
And every bliss, that bids you yet 
Recall those moments with regret. 

Those friends have mingled in the strife 
That fills the busy scene of life. 
And Pride and Folly — Cares and Fears, 
Look dark upon their future years : 
But by their wrecks may Julia learn, 
Whither her fragile bark to turn ; 
And, o*er the troubled sea of fate. 
Avoid the rocks they found too late. 

You know Camilla — o*er the plain 
She guides the fiery hunter's rein ; 
First in the chase she sounds the horn, 
Trampling to earth the farmer's corn, 

M 2 
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That hardly deign'd to bend its head, 
Beneath her namesake's lighter tread. 
With Bob the Squire, her polish'd lover, 
She wields the gun, or beats the cover ; 
And then her steed ! — why ! every clown 
Tells how she rubs Smolensko down, 
And combs the mane, and cleans the hoof^ 
While wondering hostlers stand aloof. 

At night, before the Christmas fire 
She plays backgammon with the Squire ; 
Shares in his laugh, and in his liquor. 
Mimics her father and the Vicar ; 
Swears at the grooms — without a blush 
Dips in her ale the captured brush, 
Until — -her father duly tired—* 
The parson's wig as duly fired — 
The dogs all still — the Squire asleep, 
And dreaming of his usual leap, — 
She leaves the dregs of white and red, 
And lounges languidly to bed ; 
And still in nightly visions borne, 
She gallops o'er the rustic's corn ; 
Still wields the lash —still shakes the box. 
Dreaming of " sixes " — and the fox. 

And this is bliss — the story runs, 
Camilla never wept — save once ; 
Yes ! once indeed Camilla cried — 
'T was when her dear Blue-stockings died. 

Pretty Cordelia thinks she's ill — 
She seeks her med'cine at Quadrille ; 
With hope, and fear, and envy sick. 
She gases on the dubious trick. 
As if Eternity were laid. 
Upon a diamond, or a spade. 
And I have seen a transient pique 
Wake, o'er that soft and girlish cheek, 
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A chHly and a feverish hue, • 
Blighting the soil where Beauty grew, 
And bidding Hate and Malice rove 
In eyes that ought to beam with love. 

Turn we to Fannia — she was fair 
As the sod fleeting forms of air, 
Shaped by the fancy, — fitting theme 
For youthful bard's enamour'd dream. 
The neck, on whose transparent glow 
The auburn ringlets sweetly flow. 
The eye that swims in liquid fire, 
The brow that frowns in playful ire ; 
All these, when Fannia's early youth 
Look'd lovely in its native truth. 
Diffused a bright, unconscious grace. 
Almost divine, o*er form and face. 

Her lip has lost its fragrant dew. 
Her cheek has lost its rosy hue, 
Her eye the glad enlivening rays 
That glittered there in happier days. 
Her heart the ignorance of woe 
Which Fashion's votaries may not know. 

The city's smoke — the noxious air — 
The constant crowd — the torch's glares — 
The morning sleep — the noonday call — 
The late repast — the midnight ball. 
Bid Faith and Beauty die, and taint 
Her heart with firaud, her face with paint 

And what the boon, the prize enjoy'd, 
For fame defaced, and peace destroyed ! 
Why ask we this ? With conscious grace 
She criticises silk and lace ; 
Queen of the modes, she reigns alike 
O'er sarcenet, bobbin, net, Vandyke, 
O'er rouge and ribbons, combs and curls, 
Perfumes and patches, pins and pearls ; 
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Feelings and faintings, songs and sighs, 
Small-talk and scandal, love and lies. 

Circled by beaux behold her sit. 
While Dandies tremble at her wit ; 
The Captain hates '* a woman*8 gab ; " 
** A devil ! " cries the shy Cantab ; 
The young Etonian strives to fly 
The glance of her sarcastic eye. 
For well he knows she looks him o*er, ' 
To stamp bim " buck," or dub him 1* bore." 

Such is her life — a life of waste, 
A life of wretchedness — and taste. 
And all the glory Fannia boasts, 
And all the price that glory costs, 
A t once are reckon d up, in one — 
One word of bliss and folly Ton. 

Not these the thoughts that could perplex 
The fancies of our fickle sex. 
When England's favourite, good Qifeen Bess, 
Was Queen alike o'er war and dress. 
Then ladied gay play'd chesse — and ballads. 
And learnt to dress their hair,— and salads ; 
Sweets — and sweet looks were studied then, 
And both were pleasing to the men ; 
For cookery was allied to taste, 
And girls were taught to blush, — and baste. 
Dishes wete bright — and so were eyes, 
And lords made love, — and ladies, pies. 

.Then Valtfur won the wavering field. 
By dint of hauberk, and of shield ; . 
And Beauty won the wavering heart, 
By dint of pickle, and of tart. 
The minuet was the favourite dance. 
Girls loVed the needle— boys the lance ; 
And Cupid took his constant post 
At dinner, by the boil'd and roast. 



Or secretly was Wont to lurk, 

In tournament, or needle-nork. 

Oh! 'twaa a reign of all delights, 

Of hot 5tr-loins, — and hot Sir knights ; 

Feasting and fighting, hand in hand, 

Fatten'd, and glorified the land ; 

And noble chiefa had noble cheer, 

And knights grew strong upon strong beer ; 

Honour and oxen both were nourieh'd. 

And chivalry — and pudding flourish'd. 

I 'd rather see that mapc face, 
That look of love, that form of grace, 
Circled by whalebone, and by rufis. 
Intent on puddings, and on pufia, 
I 'd rather view thee thus, than see 
" A Fashionable" rise in thee. 
If Life is dark, 't is not for yon, 
(If partial Friendship's voice is tine) ■ 
To cure its griefs, and drown its caresi 
By leaping gates, and murdering hares, 
Nor to confine that feeling soul, 
To winning lovers,^-or the vole. 

If these, and such pursuits are thine, 
Julia! thou art no friend of mine! 
I love plain dress, — I eat plain joints, 
I cannot play ten guinea points, 
I make no study of a pin, 
And hate a female whipper-in. 
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Jal 
A PEEP INTO RAWSDON COURT. 1^ 



Dear Courtenay, — You cannot think what a treat 
you missed by refusing a week's leave to Mr. Seymour's, 
with Burton, Rowley, and me, and that too merely on 
the pretence of being employed in bringing out the Se- 
cond Number of your " Etonian.'' A poor excuse indeed! 
and I fancy I can see you already tortured with a griev- 
ous repentance. However, to make amends for your 
disappointment, I have just escaped from the company 
to give you a slight sketch of a grand annual dinner party 
at the house of a neighbouring Squire, to which oiir host 
and we, of course by courtesy, shared the luck of bring 
invited with more than half of the county. We set off 
in tip-top spirits. Rowley was all alive with the expec- 
tation of gcxxi fare and plenty of it ; indeed I observed, 
as a very rare occurrence, that he had eaten scarcely any 
luncheon. Burton was quite in his element, calculating 
how much it must cost to entertain so many people' 
handsomely — and I myself was perhaps the nappiest, 
from the hopes of meetmg a rare medHey of chaA^ 
The immemate approach to the house lay through a 
straight avenue, and the sound of our carriage every now 
• and then startled some straggling deer. This circum- 
stance was not lost upon Rowley, for he immediately 
asked if the venison from the Park was reckoned good or 
not. The trees I thought were fine and handsome e^l 
but I saw nothing particular in them. However, Rowley 
remarked that they were walnuts of uncommon size, and 
Burton wondered much that the proprietor had not* cut 
some of them down in the war time, when they would 
have fetched any price he wished. I "was inwaroly pon- 
dering with myself how it was that my cockney friend 
knew the difference between a walnut and an oak^ when a 
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idden turn bitought us up to the door of the house, 
'^ou must not expect me to be able to describe its exter*. 
al beauties, for I hardly had time to see that it was 
uilt of brick, or that there were two great stone lions 
n either side of the steps which led us into the hall, 
''hicJi was, as far as I observed, Uke all others of the 
ame standing. There was an old oak table, which 
lurton said uwked as if it was made for a countii^. 
lOUse. Rowley began to sniff a most savoury smell, 
^Uch entered as one of the mde doors was opened. I 
ras rather glad that they were both of them interrupted 
)y our being marshalled, by about a dozen clumsy- 
30king fellows in gaudy liveries, into the drawing* 
oom. 

Here we had the pleasure to find that we were the 
irst of the company. The important state apartment 
fas empty ; and if one mi^ht judge by its fusty smell 
ind general ajqpearanoe, had been empty for more than a 
rear. The wainscot was oaken ; " "Wiiat can be better?^ 
foa will say. Well, but the effect of it was most inge- 
liously spoilt by the good taste of some country up 
lolsterer, who htad chosen the gayest colours he could 
ind for the curtains, stuck up miserable thin cornices, 
md fitted out the chairs, sofas, &c. in similar taste. 
Somd good portraits were sacrile^ously contaminated by 
he intrusion of a vast allegorical daub which hung over 
he chimn^-mece, representing all the members of the 
unily, as Gods and Groddesses. The father, as Jupiter 
[*(»ian8, stood in a cloud with a thunderbolt in his hand, 
»ut wiUi a count^fiance any thing but majestic. The 
Qother stood by his side, as fat and ruddy an old Juno 
s you can imagine ; and the yoimger branches of the 
iunily, in appropriate costumes, represented Apollos, 
Xanas, Venuses, and Mercuries, besides abundance of 
ktle Cumds and Psyches hovering about in the air, 
nr perchmg on the shoulders of the greifter Deities, 
^one of us at first dared to disturb the formidable circle 

M 6 
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of chairs which were ranged in order round a miserable 
fire ; which, by the brightness of the grate, had eridendy 
been lighted but an hour before. Now you know, u 
well as all the memjbers of the Club, that in these csold 
Autumn evenings no excuse is necessary for approaclung 
the chimney comer, so we even drew our chairs a little 
nearer than the ceremonious formahty of the house. al- 
lowed. Burton began to argue that he was sure that 
was very good management there, when in walked, 
court^syuig, blushing, and simpering, our lady ho6td& 
I thought she would have overwhelmed us witn excuses 
and pardons, difference of clocks, unexpected occurrence^) 
sorrow for such an incivility, — oil poured out together in 
a stream which nothing could stop. I inwardly futied 
her husband. Her conversation was directed to Mr. 
Seymour, and appeared to be, from the parts that J 
heard of it, neither very polite nor very temperate. We 
had full time to admire her face, rather hollow, and 
cheeks fallen in, while her whole colour seemed to he 
concentrated in a nose rather exceeding the proportions 
of feminine beauty, and her abundant clusters of fieJse 
haijr, tastefully surmounted with a lofty turban. I am 
sure I cannot be wrong in- saying that she w^ovthe 
breeches. You can^t think how earnestly I was listening 
for the sound of carriage-wheels, when a resnpectaUe- 
looking gentleman entered, with powdered hair, and 
dressed in black, whom the lady, hardly rising, intro- 

*duced to 'us as Mr. Ormsby. The unassummg and 
silent way of his approach, his dress, his tout emenJbky 
made me conceive at once that he must be the clergyman 
of the place. You know I am a bit of a physiognomist 
This man I fancied at first sight, and was extremely 
glad that he took a chair close to me. After a very few 
words, with my natural effrontery, I asked him to take 
pity on a stranger, and become my nomenclator. To 

"this request he good-naturedly acceded, and I resolved 
within myself that he should not have a sinecure office. 
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- Presently we heard a tremendous rattling, and the 
.door of the Iroom flew open, admitting a current of air, 
rwUch (excuse my pedantry, entre nousj) it would have 
required more than one of iEolus^s bags to supply. We 
.were subjected to this^ventilation for two or three mi- 
nutes, when an old man hobbled in, holding a stick in 
one hand, imd with the other supporting himself by the 
arm of a lady not young, but still much younger than 
Iiimself. Every thing about him savoured of the old 
school : his- antiquated pigtail, a double-breasted white 
waistcoat^ and gold-headed cane. I canH however refer 
to the sanvs onsin a set of sharp weather-beaten features, 
the comer of the mouth disagreeably drawn in, and the 
forehead contracted with a sort of habitual wrinkle. 
f* That,'' said my friend, as the important person slowly 
proceeded, darting about his piercing gray eye, and an- 
swering in rather a peevish way to tiie inquiries and 
salutations of the company, " That is Mr Thompson ; 
he is a man of large fortune, . and I believe good natural 
alnlities, though he never has had occasion to use them. 
He has some interest here, and once stood a contested 
election. I believe his failure was owing to the incon- 
sistency of his pohtical character, and to his professing 
to hate every party at different times, so that he got 
credit fom no principles at all. He still keeps a pack of 
hounds, though he is a martyr to the gout ; which, as 
you see, totalfy incapacitates him from hunting ; — it has 
however one good effect, that whereas formerfy he used- 
to vent his spleen on every body, he now finds employ- 
ment enougn in cursing at his pain and complaining of ms 
malady. People that know hun put up with his oddities 
for the sake of many good quahties, which it is not 
worth your while to hear. The Lady is his second wife, 
who takes all the care in .the world of him, and has suc- 
ceeded in getting his untractable temper entirely iindcr 
her command. Common report says that she is secretly 
aiming to seduce him to dismherit his son by a former 
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wife, with whom he has for some time quarreUed, in 
favour of a httle brat of her own, hardly out of petti- 
coats. For my own part I think he will see through 
it.*" — I was so well pleased with his description, that I 
persuaded him to leave the grand circle, and at down n 
one of the farthest window seats, to avoid observatioii, 
under the impression that my curiosity would effectu- 
ally keep out the cold, and that I might enjoy that 
greatest of all pleasures, the power of seeing without 
bein^ seen. My clergyman, however,* very prudentlj 
restricted my inquiries to proper objects. Jast at ths 
time the company beean to nock in. Many, as their 
names were announced, escaped with a cursory notice^ 
such as — ^^ that red-headed man came into Parliament the 

last election for our nearest town, on the independait 

interest : that is to say, he bad to bribe the best half d 
the corporation, and votes, of course, according to goo* 
science, always with the Opposition. Oh! my Lord 
Wingham. I Appose he just came down to receive his 
rents and kill the pheasants for a week or two, and no 
doubt fancies that he does the country folks a great deal 
of honour by abusing their vulgarity — and eatiiL^ their 
dinners. What ! Mr. Sandford, the agriculturist ; he 
has invented I donH know how many new ploughs, weed 
extirpators, &c. and has tried ten thousand experiments; 
ia consequence of which, his farm of course looks wcnrse 
than any body^s in the neighbourhood. That gentle- 
man is a noted shot, the other a crack rider, .and, as you 
may guess by his red face, a famous bottle companion. 
There,^ said he, pointing to a person with a sallow 
face and large loose frame of body, whose limbs seemed 
to dangle about without any connexion between them, 
^^goes a rich East Indian, who not many years ago 
bought a house and estate in the neighbourhood,' and 
lives th^re hke an Asiatic Prince. Such a quantity of 
attendants,-^ such magnificent entertainments,-:- every 
thing gilded and silvered over almoist down to the pie- 
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crust ; — ^thea the rooms, so full of magnificent furniture, 
ivory cabinets, and predous gimcracks, that one is 
really afraid to move. The dark-complexioned female 
with him is his wife, married in the country, and the 
fruits of this union are a swarm of copper-coloured chil- 
dren. An Indian nurse was brought over, merely be* 
cause they cried at the thoughts of leaving her. In 
winter it is so cold that he dares not go out but in a 
carriage, and in summer he passes whole days rechning 
on a sofa in a light linen dress. He says he is fond of 
shooting, and sometimes goes out in September — but 
that too be does quite Uke a Nabob. He himself rides 
Oil an easy pony; two attendants carry his guns, a third 
looks ahev the pointers, and a baggage mule follows. 
When the dogs make a stand, he taKes his firelock, and 
leisurely takes his aim on horseback.*" — He scarcely 
commented upon any of the ladies, excepting one elderly 
dame with tlu-ee pretty daughters, who, he informed 
me, was a widow, and the best creature possible. I 
can^t remember how many schools she had estabhshed, 
how many dispensatories and saving banks she had set 
^foot or promoted, all of which institutions either she or 
her daughters regularly inspected. Besides, she was a 
thorough good church-going woman, who gave Frayer- 
Books as well as Bibles to her poor neighbours, and was 
a r^ular subscriber to the Society for Promoting Chris- 
tiao Knowledge. What should next meet my eye but 
a figure such as would certainly have arrested you and 
me in one of our walks in Windsor in search of oddi- 
ties? Picture to yourself a furrowed weather-beaten 
eountenance, a sharp and prominent Roman nose, high 
bare cheek-bones, and a mouth horribly deformed by a 
great gash on the upper lip. To these you msLj add a 
bckly once tall and even gigantic, but now recmced to 
nothing but naked bone. All these peculiarities were 
fully (usplayed by an old black coat, with a waist con- 
siderably below even the fashionable lowness, a httle 
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Star dangling on the breast, and a pair of li^t panta- 
loons, to use Shakspeare^s expression, 

** A world t6o wide for his shrunk shanks." 

Picture to yourself, I say, a person answering^ this de- 
scription, making his formal old-fashione4 bow at the 
end of the room, and then walking onward with one 
hand in his pocket, and the other applying to his eye a 
Uttle glass fastened to his neck by. a gold chain. I 
eagerly inquired of my friend, after my first gaj» of 
astonishment* had subsided, who this old soldi^ was:— 
^^ Oh !^ said he, ^^ you know his profession, and conse- 
quently almost as much as I do. He wUl show you 
how Burgos might have been taken, although .he himiself 
was disabled from farther service by woimcb received at 
the expedition against Waldieren, and will, prove to a 
mathematical certainty how the battle of Waterloo 
might have been gained a day sooner, and with cchd- 
paratively Uttle bloodshed, although his infohnatioa 
respecting it is only derived from the daily papers, fie 
is a great stickler for the old discipline and tactics, and, 
by-the-by, is not a little proud of that order of knight- 
hood and that gold chain which was given hina by some 
Prince or other for his former deserts. But look, here 
comes the master of the house. I cannot give you a 
better idea of his character than by telling you this fisn- 
gle circumstance : — that I have hved his nearest ndi^ 
hour now six years, and I know no more of him th^n I 
did at our first visit. You may guess from this that he 
is very shy ; — and equally economical ; and, agreeably, 
to these two prevalent-passions, he. prefers ^ving a grand 
^itertainment two or three times a^year, to hving sociably 
like other people. This plan suits his wife perfectly 
well, for she is fond of saving, and still fonder of dhow 
and ostentation. In fact, they seem exactly suited to 
each other. He, I have no doubt, up to me present 
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time, has .been employed in putting out the wine and 
carefully decanting it, for he would never trust the key 
of his cellar to a butler. She has been equally busy the 
whole of the morning, in superintending lellies and 
making creams. Nobody, however, can cuspute his 
bein^ a gentleman. Her pretensions to the title of a 
lady are, I think, somewhat more equivocal. But look, 
jda you see those two persons entering the hall ? One is 
Sir Charles RadcliiOe, the strong whig, and, as fame 
goes, a ^eat rhodomontader ; the short one is Captain 
Dory, his constant companion, an officer on half-pay, 
whose merits, as far as I can understand, consist in being 
able to swallow as much wine as the Baronet chooses, to 
speak when he is spoken to, to ride and shoot at com- 
mand, to play at billiards on a wet day, and as a prin- 
cipal duty, to back up with his word, if necessary, every 
suspicious assertion which his friend and master makes. 
In return, he lives well, has a good house over his head, 
keeps two horses without any expense, sees the best 
society, and in fact enjoys every thmg except the liberty 
ai doing with himself as he chooses.**^ 

The room was by this time very full, and the assem- 
bly, as I thought, completed, when a thorough Dandy 
was introduced. You are so well acquainted with these 
animals, that I have no need to describe his external 
appearance. I can only say that I do not think even 
Eton could turn out such a one. He was fashion all 
over; — fashionable in his dress, tone, and manner, and per- 
ha*^ most fashionable in being later than every one else. 
" Who,^ said I, " is this gay young man ?'^ " What !'' 
my informant replied, " he is one of my cloth— *the 
curate to an old gentleman who is unable to perform his 
own duty. I see you are more surprised at my answer 
than I was at your question. He certainly is now a bit 
of a puppy, but that will wear off in time, and he wiU 
be as sober as I am when he becomes a vicar. He is in 
the habit of annoying me very much by constantly ask- 
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ing me to oificiate in his place under some pretaioe or 
other, of going to see his friends at London or Bath; 
and whenever 1 happen to wish for. a return of the &- 
vour, he is never in the way. But he is a good-natured 
well-meaning fellow, I beheve, and besides, I hate to 
refuse.*" 

I might have been honoiu*ed with a farther account, 
if a joyful messenger had not announced, to the satisfac- 
tion ot the company, that dinner was on the table. It 
would have been worth while for you to have been there, 
if it were only to have seen Rowley's face, which had 
been heavy and dismal enough for some time, and now 
lightened up to a degree that I never witnessed even at 
the merriest meetings of the Club. He jumped up frcm 
his seat, (»ened his eyes, and most politely drew his 
chw* out of the way of some ladies who happened ttfbe 
passing. There was such a confusion and delay about 
the order of precedence, that I longed for one of those 
ancient seneschals whom Scott is so fond of, with his 
gold-headed staff, who could tell a man's rank by a on- 

ge glance, and could settle disputes by a single word, 
ur host was the most improper person in the world for 
such a task ; however, at last they marslialled themselves 
and marched onwards— to use the old Officer's phrase. 
Our hiding-place did not screen us from some veiy 
inquisitive eyeings, which I longed to return, but un- 
luckily I had left my glass behind me, or I should have 
given the retort courteous with a vengeance. My friond, 
as the people passed, said the party did not appear so 
large as usual, which he ascribed to the numbers who 
Uved on the Continent, and the still greater number who 
were absent on the Queen's business, who would have 
formed the most distinguished part. We, like modett 
folks, brought up the rear. Kowley's looks were so 
much altered in a short time, that I could not help ask- 
ing him what was the matter ? " Nothing," said he, 
evidently betraying his apprehension, *' nothing indeed,- 
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all will be so cold.^ It was easy to supply what he 
it^ and I must allow his suspicions were well-grounded, 
to mention that the dining-room was as naked and 
', as full of doors and windows, as any temple of Mo- 
one of the two fire-places, built in the old nospitabk 
s, was covered with a screen, after the notions of 
em frugality. To make matters better, another 
page was occasioned by the ridiculous punctilio of 
Dgmg the places at the table. At last these dii&cul- 
were overcome, and I found myself seated with 
rley on one side, and the warrior on the other, owing 
le disproportionate quantity of ladies. As I am 
ler a great eater nor a good cook, I cannot give you 
dequate idea of the venison, soups, champagne, &c. ; 
Q only say that there was plenty of every thing, and 
y thing appeared to be good. If you want ferther 
iculars, I must refer you to Rowley, who, I have 
loubt, knows all the dishes by sight, and a good 
y of them more intimately. If I suffered the cloth 
« removed without having satisfied my appetite, it 
not from any want of attention on his part, for he 
T ceased every now and then recommendmg one 
g or another, which he had found to be excellent by 
^rienoe. How pathetically he lamented that they 
lid not use those nice Uttle lamps which keep the 
3see8 in a perpetual stew without the smallest trouble t 
I shall never forget his consternation, when, after a 
time and much exertion, a Uttle lukewarm soup was 
ight to him in a plate, half cold. He said ncftfaing, but 
¥iiole countenance changed colour, and I never be* 
saw such a mingled expression of anger and dismay. 
} disappointment he made up for with some godd 
s of venison, ever and anon washed down with a 
I of champagne, in which he bothered me to keep 
company. Mrs. Thompson put me very much in 
1 or the physician who took such good care of 
:ho Panza^s nealth on his accession to the princi^ 
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pality of Barrataria. The moment her poor huAni Vf^^^ 
had got any thing before him she interposed har nL K|^ ^ 
— "JBless me, my dear, what are you doing ?-^r?^' 
same curry gave you the gout once before; letmepw r!^ 
you a Uttle wing of chicken, and send away that nor- 1*^. , 
rid spicy stuff; — you might as well eat poison. Be* 1^ 
member, you are but just recovered." The aervnt 1^ 
behind her understood the nod, and whisked away tkft IP^ 
dangerous viand before Mr. Thompson could say my |* 
thing against it. She would not let him drink a ghssa 
wine before she had herself tempered it with a quanhm 
suff, of water. I plainly saw how he was tormented wben 
any one asked him to drink a glass of Burgundy. He 
first looked at his wife, whose visage gave an jevident fc 
veto^ and then drawled out a reluctant No. Little SA V 
his good nurse foresee the ample amends he was about tp I 
iqake after her departure, for the restrictions she had put 1 
upon him at dinner. Our host did nothing but carve) I 
scarcely opening his mouth, either to swallow or to speak: I 
in the latter respect his lady fully made up for him. She 1 
was in a perpetual ferment, beckoning, calling, and wl^ | 
perin^, to the servants. I observed her particularlv I 
attentive to Lord Wingham, who sat on her right hano. 
" Your Lordship has really ate nothing ; let me per* 
suade you to take a patty, or one of those cutlets.'^ A | 
significant shake of the nead, accompanied with a polite 
excuse, changed her entreaties to condolence. ."Dear 
me ! I am so sorry ! I am afraid there is nothing that 
your Lordship hkes.''^ I know not whether her presabg 
solicitations, frustrated by the inflexible Lord^ took an 
oblique direction to the old officer ; but certain it is that 
he acquitted himself hke a campaigner, and even rivaHed 
Rowley in the quantity, but not the variety of his food. 
Never was eating better studied, or talking less. No one 
person tried to be amusing. I listened in vain, with the 
hope of catching some bon mot; or what would do equally 
well, some attempt at one, that I might sport as my own 
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^w ^^t time that the Club met, sure of uot being detected 

n^ .Rowley, who was, a^ usual, better employed, or by 

%K^^' who was quite busied in a deep conversation with 

w ^ TEajst Indian, from whom he afterwards told me he 

^^^ved a great deal of information respecting the com- 

^^rdal laws of the Company, the comparative price 

ttch the native and imported articles bear, and many. 

P|t]ier useful particulars. Just at this time, when maiiy 

^^ laid down their weapons altogether, and even the 

^^^^ost persevering began to think they had done enough, 

^lie (n&cer washed down his first course with a good 

^limbler of ale, better, I can tell you, by many degrees, 

^han Grarraway^s Best, and employed his vacant interval 

^tween the two courses, in taking a deliberate view of 

toy humble person. ^^ Well,^ said he, ^^ young man ! I 

\iet£t you are an Etonian — a very pretty thing to be, I 

dare say. Long before I was half as big or half as old 

as you, I carrieamy colours against those cursed Yankees. 

Fiiae amusement it was for a boy of sixteen to be popped 

at by some rascal or other, concealed behind every hedge 

—to be beaten up five times every night with oifferent 

alarms — ^fighting and starving all the day, bivouacking all 

the night ; alu^ays retreating but never beaten, till at last 

we retreated to old England. This is what I got by 

preferring the discipline of an army to the discipline of a 

sdiool.^ I took advantage of a pause for breath, to ask 

him if he was ever quartered at Windsor. " Yes,'' he 

replied, '^ for a short time; — there I used to see the Eton 

bOTS of that time, who, as far as I could judge, appeared 

to nave nothing to do but to lounge and saunter about 

Windsor— but I was never kept upon the peace establish- 

me&t, never intended for a painted sentinel. My pay and 

my promotion were not ^ven me for nothing. Many a 

tougn rub had I under the Duke of York, with the 

French revolutionary rabble, as they called them ; but 

rabble or soldiers, tney fought Uke devils. There the 

King of Prussia was pleased to ^ve me this bauble,'' (he 
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pointed to his star^ " I suppoise I might have gpt mysdt 
styled ^ Sir^ when I came home again, but what is kmdit- 
hood worth ? Why every county Sheriff, every putrj 
Mayor, may have it if he pleases. Well, then, this iex- 
pedition ended in retrei^t, and I returned Major — ifrithan 
order and a wound. After this I was driven from Tou- 
lon, half blinded in Egypt ; and, to crown all, disabled 
at Walcheren.*" Thus far, and another pause; the doth 
had been removed fdr some time, and I could not invent 
any means of averting the threatened dissertatioi\ on the 
merits of old and new tactics, upon the advantage and 
respectability of powdered heads, long queues, long- 
tailed coats, and cocked hats, when the lady hostess 
opportunely and unexpectedly condescended to ask me 
some trivial question. In the mean time the indefatigabk 
warrior fixed upon another victim; and I heard tori 
long time the ominous words, campaign, battle, com- 
manding officer, sounded in my ears at intervals. 

Shortly after this the ladies retired, and every cen- 
tleman, by a natural instinct, took a vacant seat, if it hap- 
pened to De nearer the fire than his own. I, by a fortu- 
nate evolution, placed Rowley^'s insuperable tadtumi^ 
between me and this military lecturer, and freed myaen 
from anxiety for the rest of the night. .1 never saw so 
sudden a change effected in a few minutes, as the one 
which now took place. The bottle went briskly roimd, 
and after the long silence there appeared to be quite a 
Babel of tongues, when in reality there was nothing more 
than sociable conversation. The first topic started iras 
preserving game. Mr. Sandford said, that he gave all his 
tenants leave to shoot, course, and kill what they liked 
except foxes ; as to the pheasants and partridges he cared 
not a farthing for them, and the rabbits and hares £d 26 
much mischief to the crops and young trees, that they 
were no better than vermin, and he wished heartily they 
. were all extirpated. Mr. Thompson condeHined the 
Game Laws -as arbitrary and cruel — talked about the iii> 
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justice of transporting a man just for killing a few birds, 

and then selling them to keep his family.; " surely the 

&rniers had a right to them.'*^ His opinion was not 

tnuch attended to; for, with his usual inconsistency ,' he 

was known to guard his manorial rights more strictly 

thfta any gentleman in the County. " Mr. Thompson,'' 

iaid a person from the other ^nd of the table, whose name 

I did not know, " what became of the rascals whom you 

prosecuted at the last Assizes for poaching.?*" This 

tomewhat staggered the advocate for liberty ; however, 

hfi contrived to hatch an excuse.—*" You are mistaken ; 

they threatened my gamekeeper's life; what could I do? 

—they are only to be kept to hard labour in the hulks 

for a few years." The vic(;ory was complete,, and the 

aubject was dropped. 

We^^t, by an easy consequence, came shooting ad- 
yentures. Various were the opinions, all of high 
authority, about pointers, setters, and spaniels. Lord 
Wingham boastea greatly of his fifty guinea Manton, 
iust turned out, and his beautiful new black bitch. 
Jifany,'who had not opened their mouths before the 
whole night, gave out how much slaughter they had 
oommittea on the first days of September and October. 
But Sir C. RadclifTe at one stroke left them all far be- 
hind him. He mentioned, as a singular circumstance, 
his having killed a wild duck at the distance of seventy 
yards, with a charge accidentally consisting of dust shot. 
They all looked at e^ich other, and stared with astonish- 
ment. " Oh r said Captain Dory, " I remember the 
eircumstance which you allude to perfectly well ; I was 
with you at the time ; it happened as you were out snipe- 
shooting, just at that swamp between the Rivers." " Well 
done,^ rejoined the Baronet, " thanks to your good 
memory ; really otherwise the thing would appear almost 
incredible. Do you recollect my favourite greyhound 
Pincher tumbhng down a high chalk-pit with a hare in 
;his 9iouth, and running another course aiterwards P'^ 
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" yes,*" said he, " as well as I can any thing! We pt 
were some distance behind, when Daphne stood still ob 
a sudden, and Pincher vanished altogether. I rode round) 
expecting to find him half dead, with all his bonn 1^ 
broken ; I jumped off my horse, and discovered Aat he W 
had sustained no other injury than a sprain in one toe, f^ 
which was probably done in tne running befare."— TUs 
remarkable story introduced fox-hunting in all its gtef 
We had spirited accounts from different hands of all tm 
hard runs this season, embelUshed with every detail d 
local interest, — where they found, where they killei 
or were at fault, where Keynard took to earth,— not 
omitting the particulars of who were spilt, whose horses 
were knocked up, or left behind in the stiff country. I 
would give you one of them at length, but I caxCi re* ■" 
member the names. I assure you I enjoyed these diases 
very much, and longed for Musgrave to have been witl 
us. Poor Mr. Thompson hstened with great attention; 
he hoped his huntsman gave satisfaction. *\ How.^ said 
he, '* I curse my gout ! I dotft care for the p^ nof 
for the lameness so much, but it prevents me from 
riding. They tell me .1 am -getting better and bet* 
ter, but I never get well, and I am sure I never shSl 
be well enough to halloo to my old pack. However, I 
am glad that it keep&up its former credit, and that my 
good friends can enjoy it better than myself.^ Hereujxm 
the company drank his health, and a speedy return to 
the field. He thanked them in a short speech, but 
really rather an affecting one. " Stop ! stop ! Mr. Go- 
hghtly,*" you will say, " don'^t launch into the pathetic* 
-^ Well, next there was a violent tirade aeamst some 
nameless person, who nevertheless appeared to be wdl 
imderstood, because it was suspected that he gavcfhis 
gamekeeper orders to. kill the foxes. This sacrilegious 
criminal did not escape without a good many execration^ 
and ejnthe^ far from equivocal. Mr. Sandford said he 
did not regard what harm the fox-hounds did to his crops 
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hd hedges; he liked to take a sallop with them now and 
ben ; it was as fair for one as me other ; and as for the 
x&Bs he could not think why they should be persecuted : 
few chickens killed how and then was the most harm 
iey could do ; in fact, they were not half so pernicious 
^ those trumpery hares. A good many pretty sur- 
ising feats of horsemanship were related, which Sir 
larks suffered to go on for some time, in order to ob- 
in a more noble victory; and then, with one leap, 
operly attested and witnessed by the Captain, to use 
e words of the poet, 

'< High o'erleap'd aU bound/' 

Ills wonderful flight (for I can call it nothing less) over 
many feet of hedffe and water, like all the worthy 
ircmet^s actions of the same sort, of which he gave us 
list afterwards, not unworthy of Munchausen, took 
lee in Leicestershire, where, if we may believe him 
d his Hian, he keeps his stud and has a hunting seat, 
e has been asked frequently Hby the gentlemen here, 
d was on the priesent occasion, to take a day^s sport 
Ch them ; they have offered to mount and equip nim, 
but he has always evaded it in some way or other, 
uch renders his veracity in these accounts rather sus- 
cted. 

I wondered that politics had been so long delayed, and 
w they burst forth with wonderful violence. The 
nding Trial of the Queen, the conduct of the Ministers, 
1 fifty other hackneyed topics, upon which Went- 
rtli and you have argued so frequently^ gave rise to a 
bate^ if not quite as clever, at least as furious, as any 
It ever took place within the Parliament walls. The 
ister of the nouse, dreadfully frightened, out of his 
dety to prevent any quairel, increased the tumult, by 
rays giving, like Lozell, his assent to the last opinion 
It was dehvered. I never before understood so plainly 
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the ^aud advantage of Rule VIII. in our Club. Went- 
wortn would have been a valuable acquisition to the 1 ^[, 
Whig side, which consisted of Sir Charles, theM.F., |jr^ 
who, I suppose, thought himself bound to show off, and 
another gentleman ; but this trio fully made up for the 
deficiency of their numbers and their arguments by their 
indefatigable tongues. At last our terrified host pro- 
posed an adjournment to the ladies, as the only way of 
eflFecting a truce between the contending parties. This I 
was heartily glad of, for nothing was said that you do 
not know as well as if you had been present ; besides 
you may judge that we had sat pretty late. 

The drawing-room was now furnished with a variety 
of card-tables ; and tea, coffee, and cakes flew about un- 
ceasingly. Burton told me that he looked forward with 
much pleasure to a pool at commerce. Rowley, I verily 
believe, would have had no objection to a good suppa 
when the cards were finished ; and I was in some ho^ 
of raising a quadrille, and had fixed upon my partna", 
though I won''t tell you her name. In case of the failure 
of that scheme, I proposed a second conference with the 
clergyman. However, Mr. Seymour was afraid of bong 
enlisted in some rubbers of long whist, so, under pretence 
of his dist^ce, he ordered his carriage, and cut diort 
Rowley^s supper, Burton's commerce, and my quadrilks. 
I shook my nomenclator by the hand, made some respect- 
ful bows, and, as I went home, talked over the adven- j 
tures of the evening. • I 

Burton has evidently collected a great deal fcwr hk ^ 
Essay on the Main Chance. 

If you ever get as far as this, you will thaidL'iniB tx 
sitting up half the night to write this long etnstle. ' 

Compliments to the Knave and the rest or you. 

Yours, &c. •' 

"P. GoLiopnT, 
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F.S. Make excuses for our non-attendance at the next 
Meeting. I shall certainly, when I come to Eton, send 
an " Etonian^ down here to surprise them. 

To Peregnne Cmtrtenay, Esq, President 
of the King of Clubs, Editor of *' the Etonian^* ^c. 



ON HAIR-DRESSING. 



■<^ Jamque 'k tonsere magistro 



Pecterfe." Juv. 

We intend, with the permission of Mr. John Smith, 
to present our readers with a few observations upon 
Hair-dressing. Before we enter upon this topic, which 
we shall certainly treat capitally^ we must assure the 
I'espectable individual above alluded to, that it is our in- 
tention in no respect to assume to ourselves the shears 
which he has so long and so successfully wielded. We. 
should be sorry to encroach upon the privileges, or to 
[ rfq> into the shoes of so respectable a member of the 
k community. We have a real veneration for his pointed 
\ scissars, and his no less pointed narratives, although our 
PP ears are occasionally outraged by both, since the first 
r deal occasionally in the Tmesis^ and the latter more fre- 
quently in the Hyperbole. Long may he continue in 
' the undisturbed possession of those rights which he so 
I deservedly enjoys ; long may he continue to restore its 
! youthful poli^ to the whiskered lip, and to prune with 
f tonsoric scythe the luxuriance of our capillary ex- 
crescences. 

The last paragraph is from the pen of Allen Le Blanc. 
We** must pull him down from his high horse, and rc- 
vor. I. N 
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mount our ambling hobby. As we observed, it is not \\ 
pur intention to provoke any competition or compaiisoa |i 
with Mr. J. Smith in the science of Hair-dressing. We || 
shall treat of a branch of the profession totally distinct 
from that which is exercised by the worthy tort6r,or 
distortor of curls. We propose to discuss Hair-dressing 
as a test of character, and to show how you may guess 
at the contents of the inside of the head, by an inspec- 
tion of the cultivation of the outside of it. 

The difficulty we experience in reading the hearts of 
men is a trite subject of declamation. We find some 
men celebrated for their discrimination of character, 
while others are in the same proportion blamed for their 
want of it. The country Maiden has no means of look- 
ing into the intentions of her Adorer until she has been 
uiiJeelingly deserted ; and the Town Pigeon has no 
means of scrutinizing the honour of his Greek until he 
has been bit for a thousand. These are lamentable, 
and, alas ! frequent cases. The prescriptions of the re- 
gular philosophers have had but little effect in the pre- 
vention of them. The idea of Horace, " torquert mero 
quern perspexisse laborant^ has but little influence, since 
the illiterate, who are most frequently in want of asosl- 
anc^^ have seldom the cash requisite to procure the ne- 
cessary meruni. Allow us then to recommend our nos- 
trum. 

Think of the trouble we shall save if our proposal b a 
adopted ! We doubt not but it might be carried into 1 
execution to so great an extent that one might find a 
sharp genius iii a sharp comb, and trace the intricacies of 
a distorted imagination through the intricacies df a &&- 
torted curl. Perfumes and manners might be studied 
together, and a cavendish and a character niightl)e scru- 
tinized by one and the same glance. 

Do not be alarmed at the importance we attach to a 
head of haii-; — Homer would never have attributed to 
one of his warriors the perpetual epithet of Yellow- 
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paired, if he had not seen in the expres^on something 
nore than a mere external ornament ; nor would Pc^ 
lave 

** Weighed the men's wits agmnst the ladies' hatr^** 

I he had not discerned on the heads of his Bdiles some- 
thing worthy of so exalted a comparison. The attention 
which is paid by certain of our companions to this pait 
of the outward man, will with them he a sufficient excuse 
for the weight which we attach to the subject. 

We might go back .to the ages of antiquity, and tra- 
verse distant countries, in order to prove now constantly 
the manners of nidions are designated by their Hair- 
dressing. We will omit, however, this superfluous 
Voyage, concluding that our schoolfellows need not to be 
in&rmed of the varieties of the ornaments for the poll, in 
which the Persian, the Greek, and the Roman character 
evincxd itself. We shall find sufficient illustraticm of our 
position in the Annals of Enslish Manners. In the days 
of our ancestors the flowered wig was the decoration of 
Sie gentlemen ; and the hair, raised by cushions, stiffened 
^th powder, and fastened with wires, formed the most 
becoming insignia of the lady. The behaviour of both 
«xes was the counterpart of their occipital distinctions ; 
nnoi^ the gentlemen the formal gallantry of those days 
vas Rioted by a no less formal peruke, and imiong the 
adies the lover was prepared to expect a stiffiiess of 
ieoorum by the warmng he received from so rigid a 
stiffiiess of tite. In our days the case is altered — altered, 
we think, for the better ; unshackled politeness and in- 
Qooent gaiety have by degrees succeeded to haughty re- 
pubavenesMS and affected condescension ; and, in the same 
proportion, the wig of one sex, and the tower of the 
other, have been gradually superseded by fashions less 
appalfing and more becoming. The harmless freedom, 
vouch is the prevailing characteristic of the manners of 

n2 
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the present age, is shown in no particular more strikingly 
than in the cultivation of the head; and the Tanous 
shades by which the habits and dispositions of men are 
diversified, are not more distinct from each other thaa 
the various modes and tastes in which their heads are 
made up. 

This we believe is the substance of a series of obser- 
vations which we heard from a stranger the last time we 
were at Covent-garden Theatre. We were seated in 
the pit; (in the fifth row from the orchestra — a mtuation 
which we recommend to our readers,) our companion 
was a middle-aged man, of a tolerable person, but marked 
by no peculiarity except that ease of deportment, and 
that ready conversational power, which are invariably 
the characteristics of a man of the world. We were im- 
perceptibly engaged in a conversation with him, which 
finally turned upon the subject of this Paper. We art 
aware we have not done justice to his ideas. He ex- 
pressed them with all the ease and perspicuity, min^ 
with playful humour, which denote a powerful mind em- 
ploying Its energies upon trivial pursuits. ' Then, point- 
ing as ne spoke with a curiously-knotted cane whidi he 
held in his hand, he proceeded in the following manner ta 
exemplify his doctrines : — 

" Cast your eye for a moment upon the pair of figures 
who are leaning towards each other m the stage box. The 
Gentleman wears his hair cut somewhat of the shortest, 
thrown up negligently in front, so as, to discover a full 
high forehead — I fancy he must be a Naval Officer ; opoj, 
bold, thoughtless. The character of the Lady is equall}[ 
legible. Her long auburn hair, erected by the most 
assiduous attention into an artificial cone, has a bdd and 
imposing appearance, and denotes that the Lady is a 
Beauty, and — knows it, 

" There are three old gentlemen in the next box, who 
are worth a moment''s notice. I mean the three in the 
second row, who are discussing some question with no 



ON HAIE-DRESSING. 269 

little vehemence of action and attitude. The first of them, 
v^ho has his hair so sprucely trimmed, and fitted to the 
sides of his head with such scrupulous exactness, appears 
to be a sinecure holder who receives yearly a large salary, 
and finds his only occupation in his brush ; — the second, 
whose hair seems to have been too much neglected by the 
scissars, although it is powdered for the occasion, and 
tied behind en queue^ is, I should conceive, a disappointed 
and disaffected military officer ; — the third, whose locks 
seem to have a natural tendency to what was the newest 
fashion ten years ago, must be a country gentleman come 
up to town to benefit his constituents and ruin his heirs. 
By the earnest manner in which they are speaking, th«r 
topic is probably some poUtical change ; and the fat old 
gentleman, in tne close wig, who is listening to them in 
uie third row, is reflecting upon the influence which such 
an event would have on the nve per cents. 

'' In the centre box there are a large body of fashion- 
ables, with some of whom I have a tnflin^ acquaintance. 
Let us see how far they comply with my wishes in making 
the head an index of the heart. Look at the young man 
to the right. His locks are composed into a studied 
neghgence by the labour of two hours ; they are glossy 
with all the invention of Delcroix, fragrant with a melange 
of rose,,jasmin, and jonquil. You need not proceed to 
the inspection of his neckcloth or his waist, in order to be 
convinced that such a being is an Exquisite. 

*^ The lady next to him is a languismnte. You might, 
with no great effort of ingenuity, divine it from the state 
of her head. Its curls hang over the ivory surface of her 
neck in a sort of artful hstlessness, which is admirably 
adapted to her torpid style of beauty, and her yet 
more torpid style of mind. The other lady, in the 
front row, is her sister. She has more fashion than 
beauty, more vivacity than fashion, and more malice than 
dither. With such qualifications the course of conquest 
she was to pursue was obvious. She studies singularity, 
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dresses her liair d la grecque^ and sets up for a Spirituelk. 
The success of these light troops is frequently more bril- 
liant than that of the Regulars. The fop with whom die 
is coquetting is a young author striving to be known. 
His character is written le^bly on his forehead. The 
spruceness with which every hair is bound down in its 
prop^ station, and the stiff pertness with which the tcn)- 
knot is forced up, as if disdainful of the contpreseion of tne 
hat, plainly show that he is, at least in his own estima- 
tion, a favourite of Apollo. 

" There is a gentleman in the next box, of whom it 
was once remarked, that his countenance bore some re- 
semblance to that of Lord Byron. Since this luckless ex- 
pression the poor man has studied much to make himself 
ridiculous by imitating his Lordship in his eccentridty, 
since to copy his genius is out o£ the questicm. Without 
looking at the eye, which takes great pains to be ' fixed 
in vacancy,' or the lip, which endeavours to quiver with 
an expression of moroseness, you may tell, from the wild 
and fordgn costume of his tresses, that Lord Fanny is a 
would-be Furioso. 

" It is needless to multiply examples. You will see 
them at every glance which you throw around you. 
Aurelia shdws her reigtdng passion for rule or misnile 
by the circlet of gold with which her head is encompassed; 
and her husband, by the lank and dejected condition of 
his scanty forelock^ gives room for a conjecture that the 
principal feature of his character is submission. Old 
Golding, the usurer, shows his aversion for extravagance 
by the paucity of his visits to the barber ; and his young 
bride, Chloe, takes care to evince a contrary taste oy the 
diamonds which are so bountifully scattered amidst her 
profusion of dark ringlets. Anna, by the unviaried same- 
ness of her head-dress, gives you a warning of the unva- 
ried sameness of her disposition ; and Matilda, by the 
diversity of modes which her forehead assumeis^ gives you 
to understand that her temper and character are divmi* 
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fied as often. It is not surprising that this should be the 
case. Look to the stage, from which, indeed, our atten- 
tion has been too lone withdrawn. Would you not smile 
if Juliet were to soHloquize in Mrs. Hardcastle's tite^ or 
the Royal Dane to moralize in the peruke of Sir Peter 
Teazle.?^ 

Here the stranger paused, and we shortly became in- 
terested to such a degree in the sorrows of Belvidera, 
that we know not what further remarks he communicated, 
nor at what time he ceased to be our companion. As 
the curtain fell we looked round, and he was no longer 
by our side. 

F. G. 



LINES 



OK LEAVING LLANDOOO, A VILLA ON THE BANKS OF THE WYE. 

Sweet spot! I leave thee with an aching heart, 
As down the stream my boat glides smoothly on, 

With thee, as if I were a swain, I part. 
And thou the maiden that I doated on. 

I ne'er shall view yon woody glen again ; 

That lowly church, calm promiser of rest ; 
Yon white cotsf free from riches and from pain, 

Fantastic gems upon the mountain's breast. 

Fast, fast, thou 'rt fading from my longing sight ; 

The next bold turn, and thou art gone for aye, — 
A dream*s bright remnant on a summer night — 

The faint remembrance of a love gone by. 

Farewell ! and if Fate's distant unknown page 
Doom nie to wreck on Passion's angry sea, 

1*11 leave Philosophy to reasoning age, 

And charm the tempest with a thought on thee. 
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THE COLISEUM. 



Is this thine ancient glory^ stately Queen ? 
Well does it speak what once thou should'st have been: 
Do these the* relics of thy giant reign 
Serve but to tell those glories were in vain ? 
If tottering' columns, nodding arches, show 
The thousand years, that bring an empire low. 
Time was — imperial Rome, thy Flavian line 
With bold conception reared the vast design ; 

, Colossal arches upon arches laid. 
And the wide orb in awful height displayed ; 
The fluted shaft, the ornamented zone. 
The studied frieze, the gaily-gilded stone, 
The polish'd marble, swelFd the pride of stat^, 
Sublimely fair, and regularly great. 
And BOW — the mouldering fabric standi alone, 
Frail monument of beauties past and gone. 
While in those rents the waste of years hath made, 

. The mantling ivy spreads its verdant shade. 
And glimmering fire^flies through the gloomy night 
From their small caverns cast their feeble light. 
Yet here th' admirmg eye in awe- struck gaze 
The circling gall'ries far aloft surv^s, 
Where crowding nations above nations rose, 
And gazed on death in horrible repose ; 
The spacious area here, where captives bled. 
And hireling fencers hung the listless head. 
Dropping with gory dew : alas ! too late 
They bow^d before the arbiters of fate, 
When their damp bosoms, in death's brief delay^ 
Heaved the last sigh that heralds life away. 
And here, in after-days, 'mid spiarklfng eyes^ 
Fair waving bands, and combat- cheering cries. 
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High-vauntiug youth, on victory intent, ^ 
Prick'd on their steeds to tilt and tournament : 
Here, raging bulls in dying anguish roar'd, 
Or the pale limbs of lifeless champions gored ; 
While Roman beauty round th' arena stood, 
Unawed by death, unshuddering at blood. 

But now no more such scenes their glory shed. 
All, all have vanished with the mighty dead : 
Distracted Rome those rifled beauties tore 
With worse than Gothic rage or Vandal war, 
On sculptured forms her civil fury pour'd, — 
Forms, that e*en Gods admired, and men adored : 
And still, as vultures tear their putrid prey, 
Had ruin'd ruins with barbaric sway : 
But now Religion spreads her veil around 
And guards unseen the consecrated ground ; 
Her priestly trains in silence leads along^ 
With pomp of pageantry and holy song; 
And northern wanderers lift their sorrowing eyes, » 

Where the proud wreck of prostrate grandeur lies, . 
With pensive worship o'er each fragment bend, 
And mourn the age of greatness at an end. 

Degenerate Rome — thy years of pow'r and pride 
Long since have sped, thy wreath of empire died : 
Thy graceful capitals, and fanes sublime. 
Have felt the silent stroke of reckless Time. 
These records of thy splendor must decay. 
And e'en their wrecks in ruin fall away, 
For all thine old renown has vanish'd far, 
Th' Augustan glory, and the Julian star ; 
The mighty masters of the world are fled, 
And slaves defaced the halls where Caesar bled. 

G. M. 
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BIOGRAPHY OF A BOY'S ROOM. 

•* Pei-mutfl/ domlnos et ctdft In altera jura." — Hobace. 

The transitory nature of human affairs, the uncer- 
t^ty of prospenty, and the fickleness of Fortune, have, 
as mi^ht be expected, frequently attracted the notice of 
mankind. They have successively afforded matter of 
contemplation to the philosopher and the poet, the 
orator and the divine, until it is almost imposaUe to 
say any thing new upon the melancholy topic. How 
powernilly are these considerations forced upon us, 
when, after a lapse of years, we return to the scenes of 
our early days, and pass with a mixture of joy and pain 
over spots which have always haunted our recdkction. 
With what a melancholy pleasure do we reflect upon the 
alterations which have taken place, the changes which 
Time has produced, in our most favourite scenes ! IVe 
look with delight for the trees, the cottages, the rivulet, 
which are, as it were, the monuments oi our boyhood. 
Have the trees been lopped, the cottages pulled down, 
the rivulet turned into another and a more pleasing di- 
rection ? We turn from such improvements with aver- 
sion ! However the face of the country has been beau- 
tified, or its advantages increased, we look with no fa- 
vourable eye upon the Great Man of the village, who, 
in every novelty that he has introduced, has obhterated 
some long-^remembered attraction — has disturbed some 
fond and cherished idea. 

What would be the ideas of an Etonian of 1699, were 
he allowed to revisit, for one day, the scene of his early 
enjoyments? How great would be his disappointment, 
when, upon his inquiring after the pursuits, tne studies, 
the amusements of his own times, he would hear that 
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they had suffered the same change with the place in 
which they formerly flourished; that the scene and its 
occupations had suffered a total change ; and that there 
was uttle ip the Eton of modem years, which could re- 
mind him of the Eton of his own ! We will suppose him 
going to visit the apartment which, in earlier and hap- 
pier times, he inhabited. We will picture to ourselves 
the astonishment he would betray in every look, when 
he perceived the total subversion of all his arrange- 
ments, and the introduction of decorations so different 
from those which he formerly admired. With what 
wonder he would view the present Lord of the Castle ; 
and with what curiosity would he reflect upon the nu- 
merous successors who had by turns occupied it, and 
had each destroyed some favourite relic of antiquity, 
each replaced it by some less becoming ornament of 
modem date! 

We have macle these observations by way of preface 
to a letter from a Correspondent, which wiU in some 
measure illustrate the ideas wfs have expressed. We will 
now detain our reader with no further meditation, but 
will introduce Somnolentus, and leave him to speak for 
himself. 



SiE, — I was sitting yesterday evening in my room, 



''\ Sicut meus est mos, 



Nescio quid meditans nugarum, et totus in illis," 

when my sleeping, or ray waking thoughts, for in truth 
they were something between both, turned upon the 
vicissitudes to which my residence, — a small chamber 
seven feet by six, — ^had been subject before I entered 
into possession of it. I determined to ask a narrative of 
these changes from the most aged of my Penates. (My 
Penates, Sir, consist of three small representations of 
Messrs. Homer, Virgil, and Milton.) I wa» particu- 
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larly curious to learn in what fray or accident Homer 
himself, who appeared from his ancient look to have 
weathered many a storm, had lost that nose, which, if I 
may form a conjecture from the stump of it which re- 
ihams, formed m th^ olden time a distmguished feature 
of his countenance. While I was engaged in these spe- 
culations, and was hesitating whether to address the old- 
Gentleman by Ode, Elegy, or Sonnet, I thought I per- 
ceived a slight motion of his head, which enabled him to 
fix his eyes upon a 'part of the wall immediately sur- 
mounting the chimney-piece. Not a Uttle amazed at 
this extraordinary phenomenon, I shook off my dispo- 
sition to drowsiness, and hastened to the scene of action: 
I observed a small protuberance in the part of the wall 
to which my tutelary Deity had directea riiy attention ; 
this, partly from curiosity, partly from idleness, I im- 
mediately cut open, and discovered judge of my 

surprise and pkasure, when I discovered — a Manu- 
script, a real and inestimable Manuscript. I forthwith, 
sent my lower boy for a candle, and composed myself 
in my arm-chair to wait for its arrival. A thousand 
conjectures passed across my brain, as to the actual 
value of the treasure which the Bard of Antiquity had 
consigned to my hands. Was it another Ihad ? Was it 
a map of the site of ancient Troy ! Was it a solution of 
the disputes respecting the author of the Odyssey? 
The light came, and I broke open the dear packet. ' I 
discovered nothing but the inclosed narrative, which I 
send to yoii, Mr. Editor, without any conjectures as to 
its origin or author. Had Homer really wished to coht 
vey to me any account of the scenes he had witnessed, t 
cannot think he would have chosen English prose for 
the vehicle of his narrative; although he has, as you 
>«ee, headed his paper with a motto from his own poem. 

1 am, Sir, Your's, 

SoidNOLKNTUS> 
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I 
(4 



Oil} vep fvXXosv yev^f roiijSe xai avlpoov.** 



You have always been civil to the Poet who now 
iddresses you from the chimney-piece; you have had 
ny works bound in handsome Russia, and you have 
vnitewashed one of my ears, which had suffered among 
^our predecessors. I know your thoughts; and have 
gratitude enough to endeavour to meet your wishes. 

'* The tenant, then, who, about twenty years ago, in- 
Toduced me to my present post of danger, was a regular 
steady young rfian, who rose at seven and slept at ten, 
vent through all his studies properly, and walked very 
ipright. In the last year of nis residence here he foimd 
iimself in want of chimney ornaments ; and, after hesi- 
:ating for two days between me and a painted image of 
>onfucius, he installed me in the post which I have 
ince, through various vicissitudes, preserved. By-the- 
)y, I was sixpence the cheaper of the two.. 

*' His successor was a gentleman who possessed great 
poetical talent, and I had therefore reason to anticipate 
rom him a favourable treatment. * Here I was lament- 
ibly disappointed. The taste of my new master lay 
rather in tne soft than the sublime. Perhaps it was in 
xmsequence of this, that upon his taking possession, he 
insulted me by putting Ovid and Pope upon the ^ame 
$helf. With Ovid I had no acquaintance. Pope is a 
man whom I detest. He has, as you well know, alto- 
gether expatriated me ; he has hiade me and my heroes 
think, speak, and act, like English beaux. Besides 
which, some of the noblest names in my catalogue have 
been murdered by him without provocation or apology. 
It was, not long, however, before I was liberated from 
these odious compeers. What became of Pope I know 
not. Poor Ovid had his head broke by a Fourth Form 
boy, who found some difficulty in learning his vers^. 
I ivas once in a similar predicament ; but Ovid was a 
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flimsy hollow fellow; /am made of more solid mate- 
lials. 

" The poet w^ followed by an orator. He put up 
Demosthenes and Cicero on my right and left, and insti- 
tuted a society here for the cultivation of eloouence. 
Many were the discussions which I witnessed m this 
reign. Upon one occasion, indeed, my very existence 
was tlireatened ; for the subject in, dispute was, ^ Shall 
Homer be burnt ? ' There was every probabihty diat 
the question would be decided in the fimSrmative, when 
the President rescued me from my executioners, and 
locked me up in a closet with his. rolls and butter. The 
next day a violent political debate took place, which, 
after raging with unremitting violence for two hours, 
was dissolved in the following manner. The whole body 
of members started from their seats, as if by instinct, 
overturned the furniture, demolished the vdndows, hurled 
cinders, snuffers, jugs, tongs, pokers, &c. at the Presi- 
dents head, to the utter subversion of his authority, 
and the imminent danger of his person. Cicero and 
Demosthenes perished m the fray. You will not be 
surprised to learn that after this the Parliament was 
dissolved. 

^^ The next inhabitaiit of this abode was a hard 
drinker. I was terribly handled by this inonster. He 
cut off my nose, because I deprived Polyphemus of an 
eye ; and flung a pewter vessel at my cranium^ because 
he thought fit to misconstrue the words 

Not any pot, 

I was very glad when this gentleman left me. He muti- 
lated me as cruelly as a commentator, and I hated him 
almost as bitterly. 

** His successor behaved to me in a much more be- 
coming manner. He belonged to the race of Dandies, 
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who were springing up very rapidly at this period. To 
be sure, he onended my eyes too often by the sight of 
my works deprived of Li binding, and disgraced by 
pencilled annotations; and, in an equal degree, he 
offended my olfactory nerves by a bottle of Eau de 
Cologne, which he set up by my side. But in the main 
he was civil and inoffensive. He made to me a most 
studied inclination of his body every morning, before he 
completed his toilet ; but whether his devotion was occa- 
sioned by my description of his prototype Paris, or by 
his Parisian attachment to the mirror which is suspended 
over my head, r cannot take upon me to determine. He 
used such a variety of unguents, that, before his depar- 
ture, 1 smelt of the oil^ from necessity, almost as much 
as my fiiend Virgil does from inclination. 

** I believe these are all the gentlemen who have in- 
habited this chamber since I was appointed the guardian 
of it. I presume it will be uninteresting to you to learn 
the changes which have taken place in the paper of the 
room, its chairs, or its carpeting. Various Vere the 
tastes, of its possessors ; and various, of course, were the 
improvements they introduced. You, Sir, are now the 
occupier of the apartment, and, without flattery, I have 
no reas(m, as yet, to be dissatisfied with you. You have 
brought me mto very good company ; yet I must say 
Vir^ is apt to give himself airs, and, though nobody has 
less vanity than myself, I am sometimes vexed at hearing 
Milton ranked above me. By-the-by, you clipped a 
sprig of laurel on Milton's head the other day. I say 
nothing ! — but at your age, Sir ! methinks you might 
have known where such a decoration was due. 



Here ends the manuscript. We certainly have one 
reason which induces us most strongly to attribute it to 
the Sfririt of Homer. Whoever has read of Calypso, of 
the Syrens, and the Lcestrygones, must be aware of the 
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,old gentleman^s propensity to fiction. Now our MS. 
does decidedly in this point bear marks of Homeric 
manufacture, for we have little doubt that it is^ like the 
Odyssey, — All a Hum t 



ON WORDSWORTH'S POETRY. 

TO BICHARD HODGSON, KNAVE OF CLUBS, &C. &C. 

My Dear Sec— I now come to the latter depart- 
ment of my humble vindication of William Wordsworth's 
Poems, in which I proposed to myself to take notice of 
those other ingredients of matter or style, which are, or 
are supposed to be, peculiarly charaxjteristic of those 

Productions. But before I proceed any farther, I must 
ere remark, that the distinction which I have appa- 
rently created between Wordsworth as a poet generally, 
and the same as a poet in a sense peculiar to himself, is 
in reality httle better than imaginary; the whole of his 
Poems, from the shortest to the longest, from the most 
humble to the most impassioned, being composed strictly 
upon the principles of one grand comprehensive system ; 
and consequently the extracts in my nrst letter being just 
as thoroughly and genuinely the offsprings of that system 
as any thmg which I may think it right to quote hereafter 
in this my second. The real foundation of the distinction, 
if any, is this, that the class of Poetry from which those 
quotations were made is one, with the external dress (rf 
which the world is commonly entertained in the writiiu[s 
of others ; whereas a few specimens, which I shall taxe 
the liberty of presenting to your readers in this essay, 
will be either the Uving impressions produced on the 
heart and the mind by common incidents and natural 
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objects, or they will be the emanations of impassioned 
feelings, deep thought, and high imagination, and which 
imperiously demand from the Reader a corresponding 
sensibility, and an associated temper of the affections, 
without which much of the most exalted poetry in the 
world must of necessity appear dead and meaningless 
phraseology, from the simple cause that the Reader is 
nimself not sufficiently alive to perceive or be animated 
by the life that is before him. The motto and defence 
oi all original thinkers must be, and ever has been, 
" Intelligioilia, non Intellectum fero" 

Having premised thus much, to guard against misap* 
prehension, I now enter upon the particular subject of 
this letter, namely, the principles which are the founda- 
tion as well as the perv.tding spirit of Wordsworth''s 
Poems. And here I have to lament the utter impossi- 
bility of doing any thing Uke justice to my cause within 
the narrow limits which necessity imposes on me ; though 
certainly it is some consolation to remember that even 
Wordsworth himself,- with all the eagerness of an advo- 
•cate, and all his own nervous and fervid eloquence, has 
finished an exposition of his system with confessing that 
he found a full and satisfying developement of his j)rin« 
ciples impracticable within the space allowed him in a 
Preface. What the Poet himself has left undone, I will 
not presume to fulfil, but will rather content myself by 
mentioning one or two of the grand creative articles of 
his faith, upon which every thing he has written is 
built up, and which, if duly attended to, will lead us, 
without fear of wandering, into the hidden and wonderful 
abysses of his thoughts, and the treasure-house of his 
imagination. . 

This Poet, then, in the first place, is a lover of Na- 
ture ; not a blind confoimder of the Creator with his own 
creation — ^not a soulless groveUing worshipper of the 
earth without even the supposition of a Providence ;, — 
none of these, — ^but a genuine, pure, rehgious lover of 
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the Universe, from an ardenft belief that it is the symbol 
and visible exponent of the immeasurable wisdom, and 
goodness, and majestj of that Almighty Grod, who is, 
and was, and is to come. Penetrated, as he himself iays, 
" to his heart of hearts,'' with this living idea, he can 
pass by in-neglect or contempt no component part of this 
mysterious whole ; he denies not to any being, aoimajte 
or inanimate, its due share of his love; he recogniz^in 
all and singular of the infinite germs of the Universe, the 
finger and the impress of a superior Being ; in winter or 
summer, in storm or sunshine, in solitudes or in crowds, 
in joy or affliction, he is still one and the same; ever ex- 
tracting from human contingendes their universal essence ; 
ever inspiring, in return, his own passionate and blended 
S3rmpathies, whilst he chastens, subdues, and purifies 
every thought and every wish by a spirit of unutterable 
and bounmess love. It follows intimately, from the 
foregoing convictions, that no natural object or inddent 
(with obvious and manifest exceptions) can be too low 
or insignificant for poetry ; nay, to carry the principle 
to its legitimate length, that not seldom in rustic life the' 
passions are more vigorous and decisive, the moving 
springs of thought and action more simple and unela- 
borate, and the whole system of society more genuine 
and unadulterated, than when encumbered and concealed 
by forms of city ceremonial, and deadened by the de- 
praving habitude of perpetual though unconscious deceit 
Low me, therefore, is not destitute of admirable mate- 
rials for poetry ; and this particularly, when it is, as Ls 
usually the case, associated with the beautiful and sub- 
lime of Nature : but these are only the rude materials of 
poetry ; they cannot become poetry itself, unless they 
are arranged, and modified, and combined by the fancy ; 
and, above all, impregnated and shaped by the imagi- 
nation of the Poet. To express wnat I mean more 
clearly by examples, I would intreat my readers to re- 
call to their nrinds for a few moments the " Tam 
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o^ Shanter''' of Bui^ns, and any of Bloomfield's or Clare'^s 
verses, and they will instantly undei'stand and feel the 
mighty difference with which similar or even humbler 
subjects may be treated by a Poet and a Verse-maker. 
Here then it is, that Wordsworth lives and breathes in 
the full enjoyment of creative observation; and, elevated 
as that observation must be by the vicinity, and, as it 
were, relationship, of the most noble scenery in England, 
much of his most interesting poetry is concerned at bot- 
tom with the ordinary incidents of humanity. Of West- 
moreland, as well as of Valchiusa, may it be said — 

** Qui not! palazzi, non teatro o loj^gia, 
Ma 'ii ior vece un abete, un faggio, un pino 
» Tra Terba verde, e *1 bel monte vicirio, 

Onde si scende poetandOy e poggea, 

Levan di terra al del nostr* intelletto," — 

Wordsworth is not a poetical man, but always and ex- 
clusively a Poet ; or, to give you his own words — 

'' Thaiiks to the liumau heart by which we lire ; 
Tlianks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears ; 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
^ Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears." 

It would be unfair, however, both to Wordsworth's 
fame and to my readers also, if I compelled them to 
take what I have said simply upon credit ; and I am 
sure it is delightful to me when I can claim a proper op- 
portunity of committing the cause to tlie Poet'^s own 
maintaining, by quoting his own words. The three fol- 
lowing passages are an eminent proof, in different man- 
ners, of his wondrous power of creating and colouring 
common objects by the intenseness of his imagination: — 

** He scans the Ass from limb to linib 
And Peter now uplifts his eyes : — 
Steady the Moon doth look and clear. 
And like themselves the rocks appear. 
And quiet are the skies. 
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Whereat, in resolute mood, once more 
He stoops the Ass's neck to seize — 

Foul purpose, quickly put to flight ! 

For in the pool a startling sight, 
Meets him, beneath the shadowy trees » 

Is It^he Moon's distorted face ? 

The ghost-like image of a cloud ?, 
Is it a gallows there pourtray'd ? 
In Pet«r of himself afraid ? 

Is it a coffin, — or a shroud ? 

A grisly idol hewn in stone ? 

Or imp from witch's lap let fall ? 
Or a gay ring of shining fairies. 
Such as pursue their brisk vagaries 

In sykan bower, or haunted hall ? 

Is it a fiend that to a stake 
Of fire his desperate self is tethering ? 

Or stubborn spirit doom'd to yell 

In solitary wai'd or cell. 
Ten thousand miles from all his brethren ? 



A throbbing pulse the Gazer hath — 

Puzzled he was, and now is daunted 
He looks, he cannot choose but look, 
Like one intent upon a book-~< 
A book that is enchanted. 



Ah, well-a-day for Peter "Bell ! — 
He will be tum'd to iron soon. 

Meet Statue for the court of Fear ! 

His hat is up — and every hair 
Bristles — and whitens in the Moon ! 



He looks — ^he ponders — ^looks again ; 

He sees a motion-shears a groan ; — 
His eyes will burst — ^his heart will break — 
He gives a loud and frightful shriek. 

And drops, a senseless weight, as if his lifie were fk)Tra ! 
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an any thing, .especially if read in connexion with the. 
nal Poem, be more intensely terrific than this pas- 
? — and yet what is the real cause of the ten'orJ* 
gain : — 

** And the smoke aiid respiration 
Rising like ap exhalation, 
Blends with the mist, — a moving shroud 
To form — an undissolving cloud ; 
Which, with slant ray, the meiTy Sun 
Takes delight to play upon. 
Never, surely, old Apollo, 

He, or other Ood as old, 

Of whom in story we are told. 
Who had a favourite to follow 
Through a battle or else^ere. 
Round the object of his care. 
In a time of peril, threw 
Veil of. such celestial hue ; 
Interposed so bright a screen 
Him and his enemies between !'* 

an any thing, I repeat, be more natural and exqui- 

Y beautiful than this?— and yet what is the object 

h has become the cause of this beauty? 

ow mark, lastly, the miraculous, and almost sylphish 

less of melody and ima^nation displayed in these 

following : — 

« 

** Wither'd leaves — one — two — and three — 
From the lofty Elder-tree I 
Through the calm and frosty air 
Of this morning bright and fair. 
Eddying round and round they sink 
Softly, slowly : one might think. 
From the motions that are made. 
Every little leaf convey'd 
Sylph or Faery hither tending,— 
To this lower world descending. 
Each invisible and mute, 
In his wavering parachute.' 



•» 



ut it is a pernicious, though a common mistake, to 
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suppose that the largest, or the most important share of 
Wordsworth'^s poems is composed of pieces of the cha- 
racter of those quoted, above. Inimitably beautiful as 
are these workings upon natural incidents, and quite, as 
I believe, beyond the example of former ages, yet they 
are as dust in the balance, when brought in contact mih 
those mighty, those painfully inighty, energies and tra- 
vaillings of the soul, of which many of his longer odes 
and blank verse poems are composed. And here it may 
be a good opportunity to point out one eternal master 
feehng, which more or less may be traced as either form- 
ing the foundation of, or giving a colouring to, almost 
all his writings. It is an earnest faith in the intrinsic 

fodliness and immortahty of the soul, raised upon the 
latonic theory of pre-existence ; differing from the sor- 
did system of metempsychosis, in that he believes that 
spark within us hath never been sullied or dinmied by 
mortal incarnation before, but comes, as it were, fresh 
and original from some unimaginable vision and enjoy- 
ment of the Deity. Hence those passionate addresses to 
infancy ; those melancholy retrospects upon what is never 
to reti|rn again ; for in our downward course of life we 
go daily farther from the fountain of our existence, and 
become more 'and more "earthy,^ and forgetful of "that 
imperial palace whence we came.*" But why do I hesi- 
t'die to give you his own intense and exalted creed in his 
own matchless numbers ? 

** Our birth. is but a sleep and a forgetting, 
The Soul that rises with us, our life*.s Star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting, 

And cometh from afar ; 
Not in entire forgetfulness, 
And not in utter nakedness, 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God who is our home : 
Hea\'en lies about us in our infancy \ 
Shades of the prison-house begin to close 
Upon the rowing Boy, 
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But he bl^olds the light, and trhence it flows. 

He sees it in his joy ; 
The Vontii^ #ho daily farther from the. east 
Must travel, still is Nature's Priest, 

And by the visioa splendid 

Is on his way attended ; 
At length the man perceives it die away. 
And fade into the Ught of common day." 

?se " shadowy recollections,*" then, " are the mas- 
[it of all our seeing ;'' they " cherish us — ^and have 
to make 



'*' Our nbisy years seem moments m the being 
Of the eternal Siience,* 



9* 



:hen for the retrospect which a meditative and 
ative mind can exercise : — 

" Hence in a season of calm weather, 

Though inland far we be. 
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea 

Which brought us hither ; 

Can in a moment travel thither, — 
And see the children sport upon the shore. 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore." 

a conscious that I have ah'eady quoted more than 
nits will properly allow ; and yet I know not ho^ 
omit showing my favourite in one niore, and that 
)ly the most afi^ting point of view. The following 
ire from the poein on " Revisiting the Wye,*" 
let no one presume to read without also thinking. 
are ^eovafyra (ruvfrpioT is hi ro vav ipiM^vicw ;(ar/?ci. 

** Nor less, I trust, 
To tliem 1 may have owed another gift, 
Of aspect more sublime .; that blessed mood, ' 
In which the burthen of the mystery. 
In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unimelligible world 
Is lightened : — ^that serene and blessed mood. 
In which the affections gently lead us oft,— 
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Until, the breath of this coi-poreal frame 
( And even the motion of our human blood. 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul : 
While with an eye made quiet by the power 
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy. 
We see into the life of things. 

If this 
Be but a vain belief, yet, oh ! how oft. 
In darkness, and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless daylight ; when the fretful stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world. 
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart. 
How oft, in spirit, have I tum'd to thee, 
sylvan Wye ! Thou wanderer through the woods. 
How often has my spirit tum'd to thee ! " 

Before I conclude I must take notice of one specious 
and very common oWection to any assertion of the merits 
of Wordsworth. " If,'' it is said, " Wordsworth be so 
great a poet as you would have us believe him to be, why 
is he not more popular .?*" /will also ask a question. What 
is the meaning of the word popular ? Is it to be the first 
and eternal requisition at the circulating library ? Is it 
to be bepraised in the reviews ? Is it be copied in the 
newspapers ?^ Is it to be the pillow and dear favourite 
of boarding-school misses, or even {salvo pudore dixerim) 
of desperate harlots ? If this be to be popular^ — ^and I 
declare conscientiously I believe it to be the essence of 
modem popularity, — then the most frantic and impure 
novels of Lady Morgan or Godwin, then Brutus and the 
Italians,* then Little's Poems, then Hone's ingenious 



* I mention Brutufl and the Italians, though thti first of these didcer- 
tainly receive a pretty decent chastising in the Quarterly Review, — but all 
London thronged to them before they wer^ in print, and for a whole sea- 
son the popular taste ** battened on this or these moors," when it might 
have commanded the exquisite works of Shakspeare or Massinger. The 
Reviewer ends his remarks on Brutus thus : — *' It is enough to 8ay con- 
scientiously, that we camiot find in the whole play a single character 
finely conceived, or rightly sustained, a single incident well managed, a 
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squibs, then Don Juan, are unquestionably the moit 
popular works of the present day ! For who or whivt 
shall compete with them ? It is mghtful to know the 
tremendous and exclusive empire which these, and works 
like these, hold over the variously intermingled classes, of 
!England. Thetf are popular — and verily, verily, they 
have their reward. 

But I entirely and absolutely deny the vahdity of the 
criterion that popularity is the test of merit ! It is not sd 
now ; it never was in England or any other countir. If 
it had been, then would neither iEschylus, nor Sophocles, 
nor Euripides, nor Aristophanes, be the first of ancient 
tragedians and comedians; for they were repeatedly 
beaten in a contest with rivals, whose works are now as 
if they had never been, and whose names are only pre- 
servea by the grammarians ! The " Creation'" of Du- 
bartas drove Spenser^s " Faery Queen'*' out of the field, — • 
and yet now who knows of that victorious work or author 
any thing but that they were ? The fate of the " Para- 
dise Lost,*" on its first appearance, is notorious.* To 
tlus day Shakspeare, though confessedly the idol of 
England, is but blindly worshipped by most men ; and 
6. Steevens talks of an Act of Parliament not bein^ 
strong enough to compel the perusal of his sonnets ana 
smaller poems ! But I will come down closer to present 
times. I will say nothing of smaller fry. I ask if even 
Lord Byron, the image before which all have fallen 



single speech, nay a single sentence, of good poetry." The play is mira • 
cttloudg stapid, and was nearly as miraculously popular. 

* Waller, the popular poet of his day, takes notice of the publication 
of the ** Paradise Lost ** in these words to a correspondent : — ** John 
Milton, the old blind schoolmaster, has just published a Poem in blank 
vene on the Fall of Man — remarktile far nothing but its extreme length,' 
And that was the Jlash criticism of the times. Yet Edmund Waller was 
aomettmes a i«al Poet himself, and certsunly better qualified to pro 
noonce an opinion than some of the dispensers of pndie 6r blame of 
nwdem days. 

VOL, I. 
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down and worshipped — if even Lord Bjrron be as popular 
now as he was when he had just published the ^^ Corsair?'' 
No one who knows any tmng of the prevailing feelings 
of what is called the world will venture to answer iQ 
the affirmative. 

So then it appears that immediate popularity is not 
that infaUible test, 

** Quern ultra citraque nequit consistere rectum ;" 

since it is manifest that many of the most glorious efPorts 
of the human intellect were neglected or laughed at od 
their first ushering into life ; that it hath required the 
intervention of ages to show them in their native and 
genuine splendor ; and that, on the contrary, whole 
shoab of mushroom foUies have been fondled, caressed, 
and adored for a season, but are now lost in irretrievable 
obUvion. These are facts which should make us think; 
— we should learn to hesitate in giving either sweeping 

S raise or blame; we should remember that our age 
iffers in no essential point of human sympathy from 
those which judged so wrongly before us ; and we may 
sometimes consider whether, when we applaud, we are 
not conspiring with those who pander to our pasaons; 
and when we neglect and abuse, we are not shunning a 
light, which we may not be pure enough to comprehend. 
In this frame of mind we might learn to doubt the cor- 
rectness of the prevailing taste, and to take notice of 
that diseased appetite which can require and relish such 
extravagant stiitiulants as are now universally manufac- 
tured for it. I do not speak thus simply from theory;— 
t can myself bear witness at once to the violence and the 
unreasonableness of this passion. I remember distinctly, 
when Lalla Rookh first came out, I read it through at 
one sitting; — to say I was delighted with it is a poor 
word for my feelings ; — I was transported out of my-. 
self— entranced, or what you will: the men did pot 
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appear to me half fierce and beautiful enough, and the 
women had nothing in their eyes at all like mose of the 
gacelle; — ^not to mention that the flowers were very 
meagre, and the wind cold, and the chapel organ out of 
tune, and the " blessed Sun himself but a poor sub- 
stitute for the God of the Guebres, This seems extra- 
vagant, and yet I believe that many a young heart has 
felt nearly the same, if ^those feelings were uttered. 
Well — ^after a few days it occurred to me as something 
very odd that I had no patience now with old Homer or 
Vir/^, or even Milton, and scarcely with Shakspeare ; 
— ^they were not transporting enough ! This made me 
reflect upon the causes which could work such a revo- 
lution in me ; for I used to think the aforesaid poets the 
very first in their lines, and lo ! now a greater than they 
had swept them out of my favour ! After the cooling 
interval of three weeks I sat down to read this book 
again — ^but oh ! " quantum mutatus ab illo Hectare r . 
I cannot describe my feelings, but suflice it to say, the 
potent chsurm had vanished ; but still I was bewitched in 
a minor degree by the glare and dazzle of the scenery, 
and the music of the versification. Will you believe me, 
that a whole year afterwards I read this same book ^ 
third time ; and then I felt and knew, as all will feel and 
know, who will take the trouble of making the experi- 
ment, that the only parts of the work that are worth a 
farthinig, are precisely those which are the simplest, the 
most plain, and free from the beauties of the Author, 
■ and which on that very account, I, on my first acquaint- 
ance with him, disliked or neglected. I allude to such 
Unes as those beginning with 

** * I mean not, Azim,' soothingly she ?aid,'* &c. 

This train of thought might, and, for the full deve- 
lopement of the argument against the imperious domina- 
tion of fashion in jud^ng of works of the imagination, 

o2 
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ought to be pursued much farther, and the deductiom 
from it would be direct and conolusive in favour of at 
least k fair and patient examination of Wordsworth; 
but I perceive that my eagerness has already caused me 
to trei^pass too long upon the attention of the geniality 
of readers. 

Here then I stop; — those who are well acquainted 
with the subject of these Letters will feel how inade- 
quately I have pleaded his cause ; but to those who may 
first hear of him, or at least to any purpose, in these 
pages, I earnestly trust I may be of some trifling benefit. 
I filliped my last letter witn a quotation in prose.— I 
will finish this with one in poetry, and the Poet shall be 
Wordsworth himself. I address these lines to evorjr 
ulicorrupted heart amongst us, and to them only : — 

''If thou be one whose heart the holy forms 
Of young Imagination have kept pure. 
Stranger ! henceforth be warned ; and know, that pride, 
Howe'er disguised in its own majesty. 
Is littleness ; that he who feels contempt 
For any living thing, hath faculties 
Which he has never used ; that thou^t with him - 
Is in its infoncy. The man whose eye 
Is ever on himself, doth look on one. 
The least of Nature's works ; one who wi^tilt move 
The vnse man to that scorn which wisdom hMs 
Unlawful ever. O be wiser, thou ? 
Instructed that true knowledge leads to love. 
True dignity abides with him alone 
Who, in the silent hour of inward thought, 
Can still suspect, and still revere himself. 
In lowliness of heart." 

6. M. 

I 
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ON A CERTAIN AGE. 



** Tempora certa." — Hor. 

We happened the other day to be present at asmidl 
party, where, being ahnost entire strangers ourselyes, 
we haid little to do out to listen to and reflect upcm what 
was said by others. While we were engaged in this 
occupation, we h^ard one expression repeated several 
times, whidi made a strong impression upon us, and 
induced us to draw up the following treatise. 

We first heard some gentlemen observing that it was 

quite proper £6r Mrs. to withdraw from thei stage 

in time, for that she was now of a ^^ certain age.^ Im- 
mediately afterwards we heard it remarked by Mrs. 
Racket, that it was lucky for Maria the Nabob had pro- 
posed in time, for the lady must be of a ^^ certain age."*^ 
Now, as the former of these objects had seen fifty win- 
ters, of which the latter fell short by at least twenty, it 
was natural for us to (sxert ourselves to discover what 
this ^* certain age^ might be, the limits of which were so 
extensive. We accordingly commenced an investigation 
into the subject with great alacrity, and carried it on for . 
some time with great perseverance. We regret to add 
that our success has not been prcmortionate to our exer- 
tions ; and that, by the most indefatigable research, we 
can only ascertidn that nothing in life is involved in such 
unoertamty as this " certain age.*" 

Oiu* first hope was, that by inquiries from some lady 
of our acquaintance, who had the fortune or the misfor- 
tune to come under this definition, we mi^t be able to 
ascertain the precise boundaries of the period. Biit here 
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we met with a difficulty, as it were on the threshold of 
our project. Out of aU the youne beauties of whom we 
made inquiries ; out of all the fashionable belles in high 
life, and the vulgar belles in low life, and the languishing 
belles, who have no life at all, we could finij no one to 
return a satisfactory answer to this mysterious, unanswer- 
able, insupportable question, " Are 3rou of a certain ager 
One laughed naturally, and another laughed artificiuly ; 
one looked amazed, and another looked chagrined ; one 
" left it to us to decide,'' another left the room ; one 
professed utter ignorance, and another tapped us with 
ner fan, and wondered how we could have the imperti- 
nence. But plain " Yes'' or " No" wad not forthcconing. 
The ladie^ had not studied our Second Number, or they 
would doubtless have learnt from Messrs. Lozell and 
Oakley the absolute necessity of these little monosyl- 
lables. 

But to proceed. Finding this method ineffectual, we 
changed our battery, and carried on the siege in a]U)ther 
quarter. We now applied to the same ladies for the 
names of such of theur acquaintances as they considered 
were liable to this imputation, (for a tetrlble imputation 
the witnesses appeared to consider it.) Our difficulties 
were forthwith redoubled. We are not acquainted with 
a single ^1 with good eyes, good hair, good complexion, 
good fortune, or good character, 'whose name was not 
given to us as verging upon " a certain age^ And it 
seemed to us extraordinary that middle-aged fair ones, 
whose charms were manifestly in their autumn, were 
seldom honoured with this appellation ; it appeared to be 
exclusively reserved for those who were young, beoutifuV 
and new to a fashionable life. Far be it from us to 
insinuate that Envy had any influence in making this 
appropriation. 

Finding that the study which we had already bestowed 
upon this subject had tended rather to perplex than to 
elucidate the matter^ we found it necessary to pursue 
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^estigation a step farther. We now applied for 
lation to the middle-a^ed matrons, the sober wives, 
others of families. "Here,*" said we to ourselves, 
udice will have ceased to influence, vanity to mis- 
;nvy to embitter ; here we shall learn the real, the 

truth, from lips unsoured by petty peevishness or 
t passion.'* But the event disappomted ' our ex- 
ions : there appeared to be a strange disagreement 
Jiis topic, for we found no two opimons to coincide. 
Cranstoun, who ^has two' daughters, tod is in her 
^-ninth year, i» of opinion that " a certain agtP 
ences at thirty-four : but Mrs. Argent, who, aooord- 

Our guess, is just enterinff her thirty-fourth year, 
ined to put ofp the dreaded period to forty. Lady 
^een, again, who, to do her justice, paints as well 
ty as she did at fourteen, disapproves of the imper- 

notions of these " ^rls,** and thinks that ten more 
are wanting to ^ve any one a j.ust and proper claim 
\ enviable distinction. Fifty is with Lady Evergreen 
recise period, the golden number, the " certain age** 
issatiimed with the result of our examination, we be* 
mrselves as a last hope to the dowagers. " They,'' 
>ught, ^^ as they must have long passed the bounda- 
f this dreaded space, can have no object or interest 
hholding fit>m us the truth." Alas. ! we were again 
itably deceived. Some of their ladyships nad 
iters whom they were anxious to preserve from this 
inable imputation. Others had particular friends 
I they were anxious to bring under it. Lady Me- 

begged we would not interrupt her ; she really 

held good cards when any one looked over her 
; — ^and Mrs. Volatile assured us that she had made 
lie never to think after she was married. She never 
I have married if she had thought before, 
iding ourselves quite at a loss to connect or recon- 
ith each other these several sentiments, we shall 

together a few observations which ocpur to us on 
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the subject, and then leave it to maer heads to determine 
the ^ay, the hour, the minute, at which the unoon^ous 
fair one enters upon — ". A certain age /*" 

And first, we must notice a pecuHarity in the words 
which we do not well know how to accoimt for ; viz. that 
their use appears to be almost entirely confined to the 
fgur sex. They are but seldom applied to a gentleman. 
We have certainly been ear-witnesses to some exceptions 
upon this rule : lor instance, we heard old Cleaver the 
butcher, who has lived nearly seventy years, and 
amassed nearly seventy thousand poun^, advised by 
his friend Gibbie, the tobacconist, to leave off business, 
as he was now of a " certain ageP And in like manner 
did we hear Mrs. Solander, when inclined for a solitary 
walk, admonish her husband, the alderman, not to take 
up his crutch to accompany her, for he was now-—** of a 
certain age."^ But with these, and a few other excep- 
tions, we have heard this significant expression apjdied 
solely to ladies. 

As to the meaning of the words, we confess that we 
are 8p completely at lault, that we do not thoioi^hly un- 
derstand whether they imply censure or conmaendation. 
The air of sarcasm and contempt with wiiidi they are 
commonly delivered, leave us to conclude that die for- 
mer is intended to be conveyed; yet we cannot but 
think that the words themselves signify the latter, if 
they have any signification at aU. For, conscious as we 
are of the uncertainty of female fancies, the doubts they 
entertain on the most minute point, the hesitation whidi 
they display alike in the refusal of an eq^uipage.or a 
thimble, an ear-ring or a husband, we certainly consider 
it rb small praise in a woman if sAie is found to be 
" certain'^ in any thing. Nevertheless, so attached are 
we all to our folly and our self-conceit, that we are un- 
willing, even to foe commended for the exercise of those 
good qualities which we call mean and contemptible. 
Hence it is dtat our fair friends, who cruelly exalt in 
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the ambiguity of uncertain wills, uncertain wishes, and 
uncertain smues, reject with disdain the honour (which 
we must allow would be inconsistent) of possessing ^' a 
certain Age.*" 

The discovery of the time at which this epoch is fixed 
baffles our utmost diligence. We are rather disposed 
to place it at no particular number of • years in the life 
of man, but to allow it to vary its period according to 
the disposition and manner of life of each individual. 
We would make it a sort of interregnum between Man- 
hood and Age, between Dechne and Imbecihty. 'Ac- 
cording to our idea, the certain age of the officer would 
last £rom the fir&t to the final breaking up of his con- 
stitution ; the certain age of the drunkard would extend 
from the first fit of the gout to the last shake of the 
head of his physician ; the judge would find himself 
in a certain ase^ from the time l¥nen he quits the bench 
to the time when he is unable to quit the sofa ; and the 
coquette must submit to the provoking definition of a 
certain age^ from the day on which rouge and enamel 
first become necessary, to the silent melancholy day on 
which rouge and enamel will be unavailing. 

According to this arrangement, a certain age would 
be that restless imeasy space which elapses between our 
first warning \o prepare for another world and our final 
summons to enter it. That period is to some of long, 
to others of shorter duration ; but we beUeve there are 
few to whom this brief, this insufficient space for pre- 
paration is not conceded; there are few who are not 
warned by some previous sign or visitation that their 
sand is almost run out, that a new state of existence 
awaits them, that their days upon this earth are num- 
bered. The phrase which we hear so freijuently, and 
disregard, seen in this light, will indeed insjpire sombre 
and salutary ideas ; for ourselves, we look upon a certain 
age as if it were the last veil which conceals from us the 
Visions we dread to see ; the last bain^ which shuts 

o5 
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US firom that unexplored country on which we fear to 
tread ; the last pause between experience and doubt,— 
the last dark silent curtain which separates Time from 
Eternity. 



ELEGY. 



He who hath roam'd, with slow and pensire tread, 
Through that proud temple of the mighty Dead, 
Where Britain shrines, in monumental state. 
Her wise, her good, her gallant, and her great — 
Whose every footstep, in that awful gloom. 
Hath been re-echoed from the Poet's tomb. 
And broke th- unearthly silence, lone and deep. 
That soothes the warrior in unstartled sleep — 
He must have felt, slow stealing o'er his breast, 
The solemn stillness of that place of rest ; 
Felt that, amidst the silence of the dead. 
Majestic spirits hover'd o'er his head ; 
Till his wrapt soul hath held, or seem'd to hold, 
Mysterious converse with the great of old ; 
Traversed with them the far and pathless skies. 
And, sighing, waked to life's realities. 

Such lofly dreamings o'er the fancy creep. 
Where the proud ashes of the mighty sleep. 
There let the heart throb, and the pulse b^at high. 
And Genius lift her spirit-speaking eye ; 
At Wolsey's grave let young Ambition bum. 
And Science bow at Newton's honour^ urn ; 
But would'st thou feel the gentler throbs of woe, . 
Let yon lone church-yard teach thy tears to flow. 

Survey the spot: — no pomp arrests the eye, 
The green turf smiles beneath the summer sky; 



ELEGY. 299 

And wild-flowers sweet a glittering mantle spread 

Abore the ashes of the village dead. 

The humble moand, with verdant moss o*ergrown — 

The name traced rudely on th* unpolishM stone^- 

The simple epitaph of village-bard-— 

These are the honours of that lone church-yard ; 

Where every Sabbath hears some friendly tread 

Near the cold dwelling of the kindred dead. 

Within the church recline, in humble state. 
They whom the rustics once accounted great. 
There the mild pastor calmly sleeps, beneath 
That spot whence oft he smoothed the road to death ; 
There he whose wealth the poor man's labour cheer'd 
In death reposes, as in life, revered ; 
Nor hears th' oppressor, in his narrow bed» 
The curses misery heaps iQK>n his head. 

Amidst the rest there is a nameless cell — 
Here let me pause — I knew its tenant well ; 
And still in memory's charmed mirror find 
Blest years of sunshine with her name entwined. 
Ask not of me — 'twere useless to impart 
That name — ^"tis written on the poor man's heart. ^ 
If she had faults, in death they are forgot, — 
If she had follies — I perceived them not. 
Her virtues — seek not on her tomb to find 
The record stamped on living Friendship's mind. 

Seek it not here : — no monumental stone 
Lifts its proud head to make those virtues known : 
No pompous phrases on her tomb reveal 
The deeds in life she gloried to conceal. 
Seek it not here — ^go, view the widow's cot ; 
Her name lives there — ^her deeds are uriforgot ; 
Go, view the sick man on his restless bed— 
Her gifts remain, her memory is not fled ; 
View the lone orphans in their drear abode — 
Listen— they pray — ^her name is breathed to God. 



30O THE ETOinAN. 

Or— if thou lov'st to revel in distress, 

Nor shrinks thy soul from deepest wretchedness^* 

Go — her memorial from her ehildreri seek — 

Oh God ! — thou It find it in the &ded cheek, 

The faltering voice, the deep, half-smother'd sigh, 

The tear' that starts resistless to the eye ; 

The long, long silence, and the still, fix'd gaze 

Of eyes that tell thee how the Spirit strays ; — 

Go, seek her virtues in that living scene, 

And sorrowing cry, " How great they must have beeh !" 

Yet she had many sorrows ; pain and care 

That cheek had furrowed, once so passing fair. 

The throbs, the pangs her gentle bosom knew, 

Were great, were frequent — ^but were told to few. 

Yet tranquil were her sorrows, mute her pain, 

Her meek heart suffered, but could not complain. 

Slowly her spirit waned, and when at last 

Death came, she bow'd her meekly to the blast ; ' 

Still unrepining left this drear abode, 

Nor feebly murmur'd at the will of God, 

My boyhood's dream is over — Life hath fled, . 
With more of smiles than sorrow, o'er my head ; 
And now, as standing in this silent gloom. 
Friend of my childhood, I behold thy tomb. 
In swift succession o'er my memory fly 
The dreamlike shadows of the days gone by. 
Few were those days, but happy — ^all things smiled 
On me, a sinless and unthinking child : 
On every side the prospect glitter'd fair. 
Light were my sorrows and I knew not care : 
And friendly faces all around me shone, 
And every voice breathed Friendship's sweetest tone; 
Nor knew I then a kinder friend than her. 
Whom now I honour in her sepulchre. 

When the glad Sabbath bade the rustics meet, 
And lightsome footisteps thronged the swarming street, 
How oft with k>ok8 of pride, in Sunday dress, 
. I sprung to meet her welcome and ci^ress ! 
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How of^y with beating heart and anxious eye, 

Waited ray smiling Parent's dread reply, 

When she repeated the well-known request 

*' That I that evening might remain her guest/' • 

And led rhe to the hospitable door 

Of that fair mansion I shall view no more. 

Within that Hall glad faces used to shine, 
And young eyes gleam'd, and pulses throbb'd with mine ; 
And childhood's sports our footsteps drew around 
Yon smiling garden's fair and ample bound. 
And when, at evening, in that Hall we met, 
With cheeks all sunshine, souls without regret, 
" Laugh'd the heart's laugh," nor knew th* approach of care, 
(Still, still \feel those hours — how sweet they were !) 
She, the fond mother, bless'd each happy child, 
Beheld our pleasures — shared our joys, and smiled. 
Time hath rolFd on — now pass yon gloomy gate, 
And view that mansion — ^lone and desolate ; 
No hum of happy voices meets the ear. 
No joyous groups Affection's bosom cheer :< 
Silent and sad the vacant chambers sleep, 
'And sorrowing menials scarce forbear to weep. 
There but remains the memory of her — 
A moonbeam glimmering on the sepulchre. 

Spirit, who far above yon silent sky 
Sleep'st in the bosom of Eternity, 
Till the last trumpet's startling voice shall shake 
This trembling globe, and bid the dead awake ; 
If aught can break thy tranquil dream of bliss, 
If thou can'st hover near a world like this, 
Xet thy celestial form at night descend. 
And o*er the slumbers of thy children bend : 
Soothe all their sorrows, stee]^ each troubled breast 
In the pure essence of thy heavenly rest ; 
And lead their gentle Spirits up the sky ^ 

To the bright home of Immortality. 

K.S. 
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PETITION OF JEREMY GUBBINS. 



To his Most Gracious Majesty the King of Clubs. 

The Humble Petition of Jeremy Gubbins, Grocer, 
dealer in tea, tobacco, and snuff. No. 30, Bishops- 
gate-street Within; who, having diligently perused 
the account of the proceedings in his Majesty^s most 
excellent Club, humbly intreats that he will take his 
piteous case into consideration. 

Please your Majesty, 

I hope your Majesty will excuse my neglect of the 
forms re(][uisite to addressing so great a personage, on 
the score of my utter ignorance, having never been ac- 
quainted with the etiquette of Courts. Wherefore, trust- 
ing to your Majesty's sweetness of temper, I will proceed 
to state my case: — 

My father (peace be to his soul!) was a worthy and 
respectable Grocer, No. 30, Bishopsgate-street WithiiL 
He, poor man ! cared little for the luxi^ries of life, while 
he had his slice of bread and butter aiid cup of tea in 
the morning, and his pot of beer and pipe in the evening. 

Having such a good example continually before me, I 
was, from my youth upward, a pattern of prudent and 
well-tried economy ; indeed, my father, while he patted 
my head, used to say, that ** tne hondur and fortune of 
the Gubbinses would never suffer while I was the rej)re- 
sentative of the family." .... When my poor father 
(peace be to his soul !) departed this mortal life, I suc- 
ceeded to the fortune and estate of the Gubbinses in 
Bishopsgate-street, whence I date the melancholy era of 
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my nuseries. I succeeded, by my owii prudence and 
eponomy, to the utmost of my wishes. There ^as scarce 
a la^ in London who did not buy her souchong at No. 
30, fiishopsgate-street Within ; my shop was always the 
first to open and the first to fill : it was never empty. 
Elated with success, I began to relax my ancient parsi- 
mony, and when my customers came. I wrapped the 
change, though ft were only a farthing, in whity-brown 
paper: this extravagance, however, would not have 
utterly ruined me, had not love, " that tyrant love,'* 
caught my susceptible heart in his cayenne clutches. (>n 
the opposite side of the street lived a Tallow-chandler, a 
prudent man Hke myself, but who unfortunately had a 
oaughter, whose blaclc eyes soon turned my small beer to 
vinegar. The shop was np longer attended to ; the civil, 
engaging Jeremy Gubbins was no longer constantly be- 
hind the counter. The whole business was now left to 
the charge of the shopman ; — ^he, alas ! poor man, had 
none of that engaging civility for which I was always 
so admired. « I used to be watching at my window 
. from day to day, in hopes of obtaining a favouring 
smile from my sugar plum ; so great constancy could 
not be long unrewarded. I paid my addresses ; Miss 
Whilhelmina Ma^gs blushed, smiled, and at last, sim- 
pering told me, that, provided her papa had no objec- 
tion, she could not possibly object to a man of my 
fasdnating qualities. It is useless to describe the rest 
of the courtship; the marriage was put in the papers, and 
I hired a neat little villa at Hampstead, in order that we 
might pass the honeymoon as rurally and agreeably as 
possible. I remember reading in -a good book, which my 
father gave me while a boy, that mortals are shortsighted ; 
I found it now to be true. Miss Whilhdmina Maggs, or 
rather, Mrs. Whilhelmina Gubbins, had scarce been my 
adorable wife a fortnight, before I discovered to my prime 
cost J that her soul was of a quality far too refined for the 
low and contracted scale in which I had been accustomed 



304 THB ETONIAN* 

to'^weigh my happiness. For three whole weeks she 
bothered me night and day to make me give up my shop; 
.for three whole weeks I stoutly resisted ; but, alas I wbat 
could my untutored eloquence do agsunst her irresistibk 
torrent of boarding-school rhetoric ! My argum^ 
could avail nothing against her well-moulded tongue; 
so, finding that^ I had got a bad article^ I thou^t it 
best quietly to submit to be treated fts if I w^re not 
worth an ounce of nutmeg; comforting myself with the 
thoughts, that though my double-refined wife might be 
inclined for wholesale^ I, at least, might enjoy the quiet of 
a retail life. To be short: — I gave up the shop^ and 
bought the villa. The next article to be bought was a 
carnage, for my dear carraway comfit declared that she 
must and tx)uld ride in her coach; a carriage could not 
be kept without horses, nor horses without a coachman. 
My dear then found out that it was impossible to be 
agreeable and fashionable without ^ving frequent parties; 
at these, I, miserable man, was forced to preside, and be 
stuck at the head of the table at dinner. In^ consequence 
I always lost my dinner, for I had to carve for every 
body, and Mrs. Gubbins gave me to understand that 
nothing was so opposite to good manners as to keep the 
company waiting while I was finishing my dinner. Not 
long since I got scolded for savii^ a nice piece of the brown 
for myself, which Mrs. §uch-a-one had particularly de- 
sired to have; and the same day was unfortimately 
detected in the act of wiping my mouth with my coat 
sleeve. Not a day passed without my getting into dis- 
grace. I am now obuged (unheard-of extravagance!) to 
take sugar and cream to my coffee, though every mouth- 
ful sticks in my throat. I have been so httle accus- 
tomed to this, that when t was, for the first time, asked 
by a lady whether I would take cream, I very innocently 
replied, " No, thank you, Ma'am, I'll take tea.*" I am 
now never allowed to dine till seven o'clock, and have 
been threatened to be never forgiven if I am everoieen 
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eating with my knife. But, worse than all, I am coni- 
pelled to forsake my dear apron, which, having been be- 
queathed to me by my dear father, (peace be to his soul !) 
has accompanied me through all the vicissitudes of life. 
I think your Majesty will allow that I 9^m very much to 
be pitied, having been so long accustomed to stand be- 
hind the counter, that I now can never stand in a room 
without shnking behind a chair or sofa, which never fails 
highly to amuse my customers; (I beg their pardon, my 
company.) Your Majesty must perceive, by this time, 
that I am very much adulterated in my presenft situation. 
What am I to do. f^ Am I to continue m this miserable 
/me, and serve as a butt to all my acquaintance, or am I 
boldly to assert my rights, as husband, and return to my 
BQug little shop at No. 30, Bishops^te-street Within? I 
iwait your Majesty^s decision with the most anxious 
expectation, humbly craving that you will not overlook' 
ne, for I am convinced that my liodily faculties cannot 
ong withstand this unnatural usage. With your Ma* 
esty's permission, I subscribe myself, 

Your Majesty's most devoted and 

most loyal subject, 

Jeremy Gubbins. 

P.S. I forgot to mention that I am at this moment in 
disgrace for having preferred onions to olives, with my 
wine. By-the-by, wine comes heavy, and Mrs. Gubbins 
drinks nothing. under Hermitage. 
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REFLECTIONS ON WINTER. 



** Is Winter hideous in a garb like this ?" — Cowper. 

The Winter is approaching: our eyes are no longer 
dazzled by the penetrating rays of the sun, nor delighted 
by the variegated colours of a Summer prospect; the 
earth, shrouded in white after the slow silent fall of the 
flakes of snow, presents to us on every side the same 
desolate scene; every thing from the hut to the castfe, 
from the oak to the tuft of grass, wears an appearance of 
uniformity. Thus Winter seems contrasted with Sum- 
mer, as the silence and the equality of the tomb is eon- 
trasted^with the noisy bustle and continual variety of 
life. Yet I will say with the Poet, — 

** O ! Winter> niler of th' inverted year, 
I love thee, all unlovely as thou seem'st. 
And dreaded as thou art." 

Indeed, to one of a melancholy though not discontented 
turn of mind, there is something not disagreeable, nay 
more, there is something pleasing, in the departure of 
Sununer, and the approach of the more rugged season :— 
the former, indeed, it must be acknowledged, excites our 
spirits to the highest pitch of buoyancy and mirth ; but 
the latter awakes all those melancholy yet pleasing emo- 
tions inherent in a contemplative mind. The glow of the 
Summer^s day, and the vivid colours of nature, fill us with 
a momentary burst of cheerfulness ; the sporting of the 
cattle, the song of the birds, and the apparent enjoyment 
of the whole creation, from man to the Dutterfly, commu- 
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:e to us a sympathetic pleasure, arising from the feel- 
:hat every thin^ around us is happy and contented, 
there is sometning in the dry cnill of the wintry 
^sphere, in the hollow melancholy sound of a De- 
)er storm, which rouses in our minds the sweet aen- 
ns of pity and of charity, suggested, perhaps, by the 
lection that there are some, wno, less fortunate than 
elves, are exposed to wander, without a home, during 
inclemencies of the season. We are more pleased 

the confidence reposed in us by the unfortunate 
ierer of the feathered tribe, whom the frost has de- 
3d of his food, and who, trusting to our hospitality, 
itively demands relief at our wmdow, than by ms 
3 lively song during the happier season of Summer, 
feel more pleasure at hearing the ha:rsh chirp of the 
row, when we have made him happy by scattering 
re him the crumbs which have perhaps saved him 
I starvation, than ^e derive from the most melodious 

of the nightingale. I would freely exchange the 
ing tint and the warm air of a Siunmer's evening, 
the emotions of love and pleasure which it excites, 
he lonely silence of the Winter night, when the clear 
appears to exhibit the whole immensity of the crea- 

and fills the mind with ideas of religion and eternity, 
at this time that the wisdom and the beneficence of 
Deity, the grep-tness of his power, the beauty of his 
:s, are most conspicuous: we feel an internal satisfac- 
at being ourselves a part, however insignificant, of 
inimense system which then presents itselfto our view 
1 its splendor and magnificence. It is when this most 
tifiil of prospects is before our eyes, that the mind is 

turned towards contemplation and to thoughts of a 
J serious nature. It seems then, indeed, that 

** Our mind, 
Expanded by the Genius of the spot. 
Has grown colossal." . 



I 



o 
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But there are some who are not alive to the feelings 
we are describing. Winter for these has other ehamis, 
less sublime, but perhaps not less agreeable. Can any 
one, who is not d^id to the delights of society, refuse to 
acknowledge the pleasure of a long Winter evening, and 
the enlivening blaze of the fire, which seems to commu- 
nicate its cheerfulness to the circle around it ? I cannot 
express myself better on this subject than by quoting 
two passages from a poet who seems to have felt the tnie 
pleasures of these social moments : — 



(( 



Now stir the fire, and dose the shutters fsat. 
Let fall the curtams, wheel the, sofa round ; 
And, while the bubbling and loud hissing um 
Throws up a steamy column, and thie cijps. 
Which cheer but not inebriate, wait on each> 
So let us welcome peaceful evening in.' 



» 



'* The poet's or historian's page by one 

Made vocal for the amusement of the rest ; 
. The sprightly lyre, whose treasure of sweet sounds 
The touch from many a trembling chord shakes out. 
And the dear voice symphonious yet distinct. 
And in the charming strife triumphant still. 
Beguile the night." 

We have even a greater pleasure in the cold rays of 
the sun during the Winter, than we experience from the 
overpowering glow of the noonday in July. Never 
during the meridian of their splendor, dia we enjoy 
them ^vith such real delight as. when we catch their fleet- 
ing glances upon a siAiny terrace. They are th^ like 
some token by which the memory oi a departed, friend is 
brought back to our imagination, for whom our affection 
is increased by the reflection that he is with us no more. 

M.S. 
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NO. I. 



Nov. 16. — Received a huge parcel of Epigrams. The. 
bllowing struck me as a new mterpretation of a passage 
n Shakspeare : — 

** Killing myself to die upon a kiss,** 

'' A crabbed couplet — ^bul; the meaning 's this ; 
The man must starve who dines upon a kiss." 

Nov, 19. — Received a large packet of Poetry on va- 
rious subjects. The following is pretty and simple : — 



A FRAGMENT. 

I think of thee, 1 think of thee, 

Tliy'name it murmurs from my stnun. 

When the silence of winter-noon is spread 

Over house, and field, and forest shed. 

And the Sun shines white through rain. 

I think of thee, I think of thee 

When the Moon has dimb'd her topmost hill, 

When the glances of her bright eye fall 

On silver pane, and whiten'd wall, 

And the works of men are stiU. W. 



Not?. 20. — The post brought me a large quantity of 
contributions, principally comic. The author, X. L., is 
f equested to make more use of the file. The following 
ieu t esprit has some humour : — 
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MARRIAGE. 

What, what is Marriage ! Harris, Prisciaii, 

Assist me with a definition. 

<* Oh ! " cries a charming silly fool. 

Emerging from her boarding-sdiool, 

« Marriage is — ^love, without disguises. 

It is a — somethfaig that arises 

From raptures, and from stolen glances. 

To be the end of aU Romances ; 

Vows*— quarrels — ^moonshine — ^babes, — ^but hush 

I musn't have you see me blush." 

*' Pshaw," says a modem modish wife, 
" Marriage is splendor, fEUshion, life ; 
A House in Town, and Villa shady. 
Balls, diamond bracelets, and ' my Lady ;* 
Then for Finale, angry words, 
* Some people's* — * obstinates,' — * absmds I * 
And peevish hearts, and silly heads, 
And oaths, and ' b^tes,' and separate beds." 

An aged Bachelor, whose life 
Has just been *' tweeten*d** with a wife. 
Tells out the latent grievance thua, 
'* Marriage is— odd ! for one of us 
'T is worse a mile than rope or tree, 
Hemlock, or sword, or slavery ; 
An end at once to all our ways, 
Disillission to the one-horse chaise ; 
Adieu to Sunday can, and pig, 
Adieu to wine, and whist, and wig ; 
Our friends turn out, — our wife's are clapt in, 
'T is * exit Crony,' — * enter Captain.' 
Then hurry in a thousand thorns, 
Quarrels and compliments — and Horns. 
This is the yoke, — and I must wear it ; 
Marriage is — Hell, or something near it." 

'* Why, Marriage," says an Exquisite, 
Sick from the supper of last night, 
.*' Marriage is — after one by me ! 
I promised Tom to ride at three. — 
Marriage is — 'Gad ! I 'm rather late I 
La Fleur !— my stays,— and chocolate ! 
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D — B the Champagne !— hk> plaguy sour, 
It gives the head- ache in an hour ;• 
Marriage is — reaHy though, 't wab hard 
To lose a thousand on a csu*d ; 
Sink the old Duchess ! — three Re^'okes ! 
'Gad ! 1 must fell the Abbey oaks : 
Mary has lost a thousand more ; 
Marriage is — 'Gad ! a cursed bore ! " 
Hymen, who hears the blockheads groan, 
Rises indignant from his throne, 
And mocks their self-reviling tears, 
And whispers thus in Folly's ears : — 
<< Oh ! frivolous of heart and head ! 
If strifes infest your nuptial bed, 
Not Hymen's hand, but Guilt, and Sin, 
Fashion, and Folly, force them in ; 
If on your couch is seated Care, 
/ did not bring the scoffer there ; 
If Hymen's torch h feebler grown, 
'The hand that quench 'd it was your own ; 
And what I am, unthinking elves ! 
Ye all have made me for yourselves ! " 

Nov. 21. — Found on my table a cwt. of Love Verses, 
mt them. — Mem, To advise the members of the 
jb not to adore more than tivo at a time— even in 
etry. — An exception must be made in favour of Ge- 
d. 

Paid a visit at Dr. D'^Urfey'^s. — Letitia wanted to bore 
with .some poetry ; — obliged to tell her we received 
contributions from ladies. N. B. This is not the 
t, an exception being made in Resolution VI. in fa- 
ir of our fair friends. 

Received and burnt several letters from Candidates 
• admission into the " King of CJubs." 
Read an Epi^am from Sir F. Wentworth. — The joke 
Sy that the Kmg of Clubs took all mankind for his 
bjects, Emendaturis Ignibus, 

Nov. 23. — Dined out. — Wasn^'t known for the Editor. 
Kept snug, and heard various observations. — One 
atleman abused " Beppo'' and " Godiva.*" N. B. 
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Sorry for his taste. — Another wasn't sure, but he had 
been told, and he in some measure believidy that the 
King of Clubs was all fiction. N. B. Sorry for his pe- 
netration.— Another, residing at Eton, had never seen 
" the Etoman.*" N. B. Very sorry for him altogether. 

' Nov. 24. — Met some of the Club at breakfast.-^The 
conversation turned on Alliteration. — Lozell quoted a 
line from Shakspeare — quite in his own style : — 



C( 



As will the rest, so willeth Winchester." 



Met two old Etonians at Ingalton^s, making con- 
jectures on the subject of the Authors of the Etonian.— 
Assured them that I was Peregrine Courtenay ;— they 
would not believe me. — One of them assertea that he 
had been an intimate friend of Courtenay's these last ax 
years, and that he had parted from him not two minutes 
ago at the Christopher. The other laid claim to an ac- 
quaintance with Peregrine of equal standing, but mab- 
tained that the worthy Chairman had gone off to dig^s 
College four years ago. Mem. To consult our Attor- 
ney-General upon the measiu'es proper to be taken with 
these impostors. Looked over two light compositions 
from X. C. — Extracted a part of one of them. The lines 
are really very creditable to a young writer. Hope to 
see more of X. C. 

** O ask me not, EUe!^, why quickly starts 

The tear to my eye when thine image is gone ; 
You know when the light of the Sun departs 
The dew-drop of Evening <^mes swiftly on. 



Tlie worm that delights to illume the dark * 
When the mantle of Evening descends in state. 

But lights up the ray of her lonely spark 
To allure by the splendor her roving mate. 

• ; » : 

* The male glow-worm is a small fly, furnished with wings, without 
any of that luminous appearance, the property of the female.'*— i>»f^*^ 
nary of Natural History, 
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'Hius the spark of Affection, all pure, all bright, 
Tliough cruel aiar from these arms you roam, 

In this bosom shall bum with unfading light. 
And O ! may it light thee, dear Wanderer ! — ^home I " 

Nov. 23 — Walked up to our Publisher's. — Played 
the Devir** for half an hour. — Mr. C. K. remarkably 
nguine. — Sale of N° II. very good. N. B. Found a 
character"" for Golightly's "Eve of PubUcation.''' — 

bok him. Coming down met Miss . — Cut 

e dead. — Merrt, The Lady thinks we satirized her 
ider the name of Emily. (Vide N* II. p. 174.) 

mily is a Beauty. — Everybody thinks Miss sat 

►r the picture. — Four o'*clock. — Lounged at the Club- 
K>m. — Hodgson made a bad pun. — He and Gerard 
ere discussing the faces of rival Beauties. — " Why, my 
sar Hodgson/'' quoth Gerard, " Laura is so tonish.**' — 
Yes,'^ quoth the Secretary, " but her two 'sisters as- 
)nish.''' — Couldn't smile for the life of me* . 

Called at my tailor's. — Inquired whose coat he was 
laking ; — " Mr. Peregrine Courtenay's.*" — " Why, Mr. 
leeves I'** I exclaimed, " / can never get into such a coat 
8 this.*" — " You ! "^ says the man, " you're not Peregrine 
Jourtenay!*" Shakspeare's "Go to! you are not Cas- 
lus!"" burlesqued by another JBn/^e. — This is abgmi- 
lable I begin to doubt my own existence. 

• 

Nov. 26. — Heard of the death of poor Morton. — If 
ver man died of love it was Edward Morton. — The lady 
o whom he became early attached was married to 
nother ; — Morton was present at the marriage, and wjis 
teverseen to smile afterwards. — The lady, it is sp-id, was 
inhappy in her union, and did not survive it many 

ears Morton died some time ago at Corfu. — A por- 

'^it of the lady was found in his portfolio, wrapped up 
^ the following lines : — 

Vol. I. F 
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I. 

I saw thee wedded — thou didst go 

Within the sacred aile, 
Thy young cheek in a blushing glow, 

Betwixt a tear and smile. 
Hiy heart was glad in muden glee. 
But he it loved so fervently 

Was faithless all the while ; 
I hate him for the vow he spoke — 
I hate him for the vow he broke. 



II. 



1 hid the love that could not die. 
Its doubts, and hopes, and feai-s. 

And buried aU my misery 
In secrecy and tears ; 

And days pass'd on, and thou didst prove 

The pang of unrequited love, 
E'en in thine early years ; 

And thou didst die, so fair and good ! 

In silence and in solitude ' 



III. 

While thou wert living, I did hide 

Affection's secret pains ; 
I 'd not have shock'd thy modest pride 

For all the world contains ; 
But thou hast perish'd, and the fire 
That, often check'd, could ne'er expire, 

Again unhidden reigns : 
It is no crime to spestk my vow, 
For ah ! thou canst not hear it now. 



IV. 

Thou sleepest 'neath thy lowly stone. 

That dark and dreamless Aleep ; 
And he, thy loved and chosen one-^ 
Why goes he not to weep ? 
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He does not kneel where I have knelt, 
He cannot feel what I have felt. 

The anguish still and deep, 
The painful thoughts of what has been, 
The canker-worm that is not seen. 



v; 



But I — as o'er the dark blue wave 

Unconsciously 1 ride. 
My thoughts are hovering o'er thy grave, 

My soul is by thy side. 
There is one voice that wiuls thee yet. 
One heart that cannot e'er forget 

The visions that have died; 
And aye thy form is buried there — 
A doubt, — an anguish,— a despair ! 



V, 27. — Held a drawing-room this day. Gerard 
the following invitation for the occasion ; but the 
a Deity attended. Gerard wanted to bring down 
Groddesses from Drury-lane, but Martin Sterling 
gainst it. After all, we. had so many Christian 
esses, that the Heathen ones were not missed. 



Hither haste, ye Gods and Goddesses, 
In your sprucest robes and bodices ! 
From Olympus, and from Ide, 
And ^m every spot beside. 
Where you drive aerial dillies 
Over marigolds and lilies, 
Hither on this jocund day. 
To the levee haste away. 

Bacchus, come and bring with thee 
Merry topers frank and free,* 
Pholus, with his pimpled head, 
Bitias with his nose of red. 



This related to the dhiner which followed. — ^W. Rowlet. 

p 2 
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Hilaiis, that toasts the lasses. 
In champagne and half-pint glasses : 
Leave behind that roaring fellow, 
Comus, ever mad and mellow ; 
If you bring that thirsty elf. 
Deuce a drop you'll get yourself. 

Momus come ! and convoy down. 
From thy fav'rite haunt, the town, 
Wliile the morn is bright and sunny ; 
All that 's gay and all that 's funny ; 
Convoy calculating cits. 
Would-be bucks, and would-be wits ; 
Aged dames, with rouge and dress, ^ 
Imitating loveliness ; 
Ruby nose, and wrinkled chin. 
Eyes that stare, and mouths that grin ;* 
But thou need'st not bring to us 
Ever-punning Asinus, 
If that lively blockhead's jest 
Gives its sharp and pungent zest 
To our meat and to. our wine, 
Momus ! none will laugh at thijie. 

Venus, queen of darts and flames. 
Bring with thee thy Purest dames ; 
Lydta, beautifully shy, 
Chloe, with her rogiush eye, 
Caroline, whose aid>um tresf^e^ 
Zephyr wantonly caresiste, 
Laura, with her neck of snow, 
Ellen, playful as the roe ; 
Bring mine own endianting £ur, 
(irace and passion in her air, — 
Brius her with thee ! — 1 forvet thee '. 
Kn\7, Venus ! will not kt ikee ! 

Nt)t\ 08. — Road over Hodgson'^s repi*rt of yesterdi 
pnxwdings; approved of it, and sent it to press. N 
Mr. H. i$ apt to be facetious, and puts puns in 
niouths of his fellow -niembers, of which thev were ik 
ji^altT. He might derive a useful lesson or two fi 
(X^Iev's ** Objectk»s to other Men s Wit." 



* ^^ TW||^ liat bttathe aai «w^ tiAt tem.*' 
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SMem. — To publish them the first opportunity. Talked 
^Titles with Sir Francis. — Had a letter from Burton — 
^ following is an extracj; : — 

^ * Miss Anne Parsons was married last Monday. The papers say she 
^ery accomplished. Thereby hangs a iale. I was introduced to her 
xne weeks ago, and my friend informed me that the lady was a great 
^ctess, a great musician, and understood all modem languages except 
*'^. Now, you know, Ck>urtenay, I only speak one language, and I sup- 
>se that is the one with which Anne Is unacquainted." 

Mem. — Martin must write a paper recommending the 
tudy of English to all accomplished ladies. 

Received a few rhymes fram Patrick O'Connor, ^x- 
racted one stanza for the sake of the pun. I did not 
^ispect Pat of any thing so classical. 

TO TOBACCO. 

Come, whate*er may he thy form. 

Bring thy leaves, or stem, or root. 
Come, my shtv'ring palate warm. 

Leave the shrine of Lundy Foot ! 
Come thou choicest, primest thing * 
lo I Bacche ! let me sing ! 



Four o\lock till Jive Sat in my elbow-chair, some- 
thing between sleeping and waking. Meditated on 
N* I. N^ II. N- III. and N" IV.^Scribbled the fol- 
loving 

ejptl0jBU]e tir Ka. SSi* 

Fellow Etonians ! all who view 
With kindness Numbers One and Two ; 
Belles who have called ** Godiva" ra$h, 

Or wept upon the ** Lines to ;" 

f.iOok partially on N« III., 

Tlie latest labour of P. C. ; 

Let merry laugh and cheeHng smile 

Our voluntary taste begiule. 
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While you behold with partial pnu0e 
'Fhe efforts of our early days. 
Glad in your smile, the Monarch's Muse 
Laughs at the threats of cold Reviews, 
Shakes off the rules of place and time, 
And puns in prose, and puns in rhyme. 
And shalces her Qub, in humour skittish. 
And all the thunders of ** the British." • 



* I hear sad reports of the intended severities of Mr. R****t8, the 
Editor of the British. If the said reports are groundless, 1 beg it may 
be thought that « the British" is only introduced « Metri gratia:* If 
Mr. R***»ts really means to be spiteful, all I can say is, ** Fye, Mr. 



N\ IV. 



THE KING OF C^BS. 



WONDERFUL EFFECTS OP " THE ETONIAN." 



Sattimi, 27* die Januarii, 1821. 

Before I detail to you, beneficent Readers, the proceed- 
ings of our first meeting since the Holidays,— or, to speak 
more correctly, the Recess, — allow me, in my own person 
(for I am a bit of an egotist), to make to you a few remarks 
which Mr. Courtenay's modesty hath omitted. 

Firstly, have you read our first three Numbers ? If not, 
betake yourself forthwith to Mr. Warren's and buy copies, if 
they are to be bought, for, like honest men, they are becom- 
ing scarce. How should it be otherwise, when we are pa- 
tronized alike by peerage and people, — when Mr. Hill, the 
barrister, calls us " the best thing going," — when Miss Lely, 
the coquette, allows that, after Tom Moore, and scandal, and 
flirtation, we are really " pretty well," — when Professor Von 
Masterlich has analyzed us in the German, and Father Confu 
Ching Chau has translated us into the Chinese, — when, finally, 
in common with every thing that has the welfare of Eton for 
its object, we have been noticed by the Princess Augusta. 

But perhaps you have read the above-mentioned three 
Numbers ; why then look for a moment at the effects they have 
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produced: — Flint*s has been crowded with tenfold custom 
ever since it was the scene of " Lovers* Vows ;" Lord Byron 
has withheld his continuation of Don Juan, for fear of com- 
peting with '* Godiva ;" Gerard's Remarks on Wordsworth 
have been'closely followed by a new Edition of the Kicvn'm: 
the Microcosm, and the Miniature, which were falling into a 
venerable, but I am afraid forgotten, old age, have attained 
as it were a second youth {ride Wrapper), and burst again 
upon public admiration as the real monarchs of early litera- 
ture, who see in " The King of Clubs" the most respectful, 
though the most unworthy of their vassals. 

The Newspapers have taken much notice of us ; more, 1 
think, than they do of some of our betters. I may enumerate 
" The Sun," ** The Guardian," " The New Times," and di- 
vers provincial prints, among those which have illuminated 
the world with extracts. ** The British Stage" * has reviewed 
us very favourably ; to say the truth, the Editor has made a 
mistake or two, but I shall not enumerate them, as I under- 
stand Peregrine has desired him to correct them in the en- 
suing Number. The Club is much obliged to " The British 
Stage." 

Talking of the Stage, I must remark upon a scandalous 
misapprehension which has gone abroad upon the subject of 
my individual person in its official capacity. Have you not 
seen in the puffs in the papers, and the puffs in the bills, that 
the prologue at the Lyceum is spoken by the " Knave of 
Clubs ?" Now I believe this is a device to draw an au- 
dience ; yet it is by too many believed that I myself, Richard 
Hodgson, Knave of Clubs, Secretary, have degraded myself 
id the limit of a stage-player, and come forward (** Froh Ju» 
pifer,**) with " A Prologue on the Posy of a Ring !" I avow 
under my hand, that I am sitting, at half-past ten, in b cell 7 
feet by 6, scribbling egotism, which is not written to please 
those whom it will not please. And here is a Bill which 
gives me a special retainer to the Opera House ! I shudder 
at the age in which I live! Have I senses ? Am I a man? 

!■*■■■■ 

♦ The British Stage may stand in lieu of The British Review W the 
(onclusion of N** III. ; as the latter Publication has charitably let us 
iiione. 
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Will these gentlemen be contented with giving me two capa- 
cities, or am I like Captain Absolute, three people at once ? 

But I must trespass on your attention no longer ; for in* 
deed our delay in the appearance of this Number has so over- 
burthened us with contributions that we can only spare six 
pages for our Club Report. 

MEETING OF THE CLUB. 

The Club met pursuant to notice, and Mr. Courtenat 
took the Chair. Discontent appeared prevalent among the 
Members, and there was reason to Apprehend that the revo* 
lutionary spirit which has of late breadied out its malignant 
fury against greater Potentates, had pervaded the subjects of 
his Majesty of Clubs. The names were called over, the 
punch was prepared, and the storm arose. 

Reader, have you ever seen a bull fastened to a stake and 
goaded to madness by bipeds and quadrupeds innumerable ? 
Have you ever seen a milliner tormented by the queries of 
twenty boarding-school Misses, and rated for the late arrival 
of the new Bonnet, or the new Body ? Finally, have you ever 
seen Lord Castlereagh opposing himself a single, and a ready 
respondent to the interrogatories of countless Oppositionists, 
who present themselves in horrible succession, as if the line 
would ** stretch out to the crack of doom V If you have seen 
these things, you may perhaps form some idea of the rapidity 
with which questions upon questions were poured out upon 
Mr. Courtenay — all of them relating to a point upon which 
many of our readers are doubtless as inquisitive. I am sorry 
that I am forbidden to gratify their curiosity. 

Mr. Courtenay rose to reply. He moved, as a prelimi- 
nary stipulation, that tlie Secretary be directed not to publish 
the proceedings which ensued : accordingly I laid down ray 
pen. In the explanation which followed, high words took 
place ; and Martin Sterling had great difficulty in calming 
the turbulent animosities of some of the Members. The en- 
raged contributors more than once threw up their pens, and 
the enraged Editor more than once threw up his office. 
Finally, when preparing to lay down his sceptre and quit the 
room, Mr. Courtenay, like the Speaker of King Charles's 
Parliament, was held forcibly in his chair, while certain 

p 5 
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measures were agreed upon ; which—- but I shall offend 

and besides, Reader, I can tell you no more, for 1 

fell aslecM). 

How long the discussion lasted I know not. I was roused 
hy a cry of '' Report, Report ;" and, on awaking, found Mr. 
Courtenay on his legs, descanting, with all his pristine good- 
humour, on the merits of N' IV. — I immediately restimed 
my pen. 

" Gentlemen," said Mr. Coubtenay, ** you will find in our 
Fourth Number an attempt to substitute a little serious, and 
I trust profitable, matter for a portion of the puns and little 
witticifflns, which have perhaps occupied too large a space of 
our preceding efforts. I hope that even the least serious of 
our readers will not find fault with this concession made to 
gravity and good sense, in consequence of the advice of our 
seniors and our superiors. In the mean time they may rest 
assured that our attention will never be directed excluskthfto 
serious and moral topics : I am conscious, and I believe our 
readers are conscious, that ' The Etonian' must amuse before 
he can pretend to instruct, 

'* It is useless for me to repeat my congratulations to you 
upon the success of our Third Number. Indeed, since I have 
mixed with older, critics than are to be found an^ong our 
schoolfellows, and conversed with censors less partial than 
those of Eton College, I have been so surprised by ihe favour 
which has been extended to us, that it would look like vanity 
were I to dwell upon it longer. 

** I have to inform you, that a Reprint of our First Num- 
ber has been called for, and provided, with the addition o( 
* My Brother's Grave.' A separate edition of that beautiful 
poem has been printed for the accommodation of our former 
purchasers. It was written in the year 1818, not 1820, as 
the date would infer. The mistake was that of the com- 
positor. 

" The delay of one month in our publication has consider- 
ably overstocked us with matter ; and although our Number 
will be found unusually crowded, we must still rely on the io' 
dulgence of many friends for the non-insertion of their 
favours." — {Hear^ hear.) 
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THANKS OF THE CLUB. 

The thanks of the Club were then unanimously voted to 
the contributors to our present Number ; — also to the Authors 
of the following Articles, which will shortly a|)pear : — 

The Bridecake. 

Somnia Montgomeriana, Nos. I. IL III. IV. V. VI. Vlf . 
' The Sabbath. 

The Two Hunch-Backs. 

Memoirs of Peter Poeticus, Gent., late of the Hors Otiosae in this 
kingdom. 

A Sober Essay on Love, by A. Le Blanc. 

•On the Blues. 

A Fragment. 

On Charles Lapb's Poetry. 

On the Lake School in general. 

A Party at the Pelican. 

Reminiscences of my Youth, Nos. II. III. IV. 

On the Writings of Montgomery (James) by W. 

On the Writings of Montgomery (Gerard) by Himself. 

The Knight and the Knave, ani>ld English Tale. 

Essays on the Poems of Homer, and on the Manners of the Age in 
which he lived. 

The thanks of the Club were voted to the. Authors of 
" Sentiment," and " Bashfulness and Impudence,'' which 
have hardly sufficient " Finish" for insertion. 

Mr. CouRTENAY Stated, that as a fragment by X. C, In- 
.serted in the Scrap-book, had been much admired, the verses 
would be printed entire in N" V. 

Mr. CouRTENAT moved the thanks of the Club to Gerard 
Montgomery, the support and ornament of ^* The Etonian,'' 
both in Prose and Poetry. Mr. Courtenay begged that, when 
he thanked the Hon. Gentleman most cordially for his zeal 
in the cause, he might not be considered as a party to the 
sentiments expressed in the Essays on Wordsworth and 
Coleridge, — sentiments in some of which he confessed he by 
ho means coincided.— Gerard briefly returned thanks. 

OOLiOHTLT's FROLICSOME PRpPOSAL. 

Mr. Goliohtly rose, and said a few words to the follow- 
ing effect : — 
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" Gentlemen, — I perceive that there is ^ill lurking about 
U8^a certain degree of coldness and ill-will, which it ought to 
be our endeavour to subdue. Since business appears for the 
present to be at a stand, 1 propose that each member present 
shall proceed to read to the meeting some onepf the nume- 
rous articles which every one of us has in preparation, and 
that every individual do continue on his legs as long as the 
Club think fit, and resume his seat when our unanimous voices 
shall cry * Hold, enough !* " 

The proposal was agreed to. Now, Reader, in the detafl 
which it is my duty to give you, you will think I am rather 
recounting the drunken orgies of Bacchanalians, than the 
meeting of *a sober and well-regulated Club. Indeed this has 
been the impression on the public mind ever since " The 
Etonian ' ' made his appearance. 1 must correct the mistake. 
We assume at our meetings the fun, the frolic, the frivolity 
of inebriety, — and allow me to assure you it is only asaumed, 
£ton is not the drunken spot which some have supposed it to 
be. Look through its list for 18^0 ; and, when you find the 
name of Patrick 0*Connor, draw a line under it : — yoiT will 
then have underscored the only regular slave to the bottle in 
EtOH — and not till then. 

YON KICKERNEUCHt's PHILOSOPHICAL RESIGNATION. 

To proceed. Mr. Courtenat, as in duty bound, set the 
example by a recitation of the following extract from a com-, 
munication entitled, ^* Real Facts, descriptive of the Charac- 
ters of the Wild Americans : — " 

"Captain Von Nickerneucht, in his forty-ninth year, afler 
enduring all the hardships of fighting and philosophy, hot 
blows and cold meals, almost from his cradle ; after studying 
all tongues, visiting all lands, and getting wounds in all ser- 
vices, — was taken prisoner by a tribe of Indians in a skirmish 
on the banks of the Ohio. He was immediately presented to 
an old lady of high rank, as a substitute for her son, who had 
fallen ; and it was notified to him, that in order to qualify 
himself to be a representative of the hero, he must submit to 
certain disagreeable operations. First, wheteas the deceased 
Wastchinotkow, which signifies " the Great Bear," had been 
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ifortunate in the loss of his teeth, the Captain must submit 
a. similar deprivation. " Well," said he, " I swallowed 
rec in a drunken bout ; and after all, it is better to have 
em e^xtracted like a philosopher, than knocked down one's 
roat like a fool.'' N3xt, whereas the deceased had been 
jprived of his scalp when -be was left for dead by the hos- 
!e tribe of the Mogasees, the Captain must of course bow to 
>cessity here also. ** After all," said he, " it is better to 
ke off the externals of the head, after the manner of the 
[ogasees, than poison the internals with apophthegms, and 
leories, and speculations, after the manner of the Philolo- 
sts." Finally, whereas the deceased weighed but seven 
one, and the Captain was large of bone, it was necessary to 
eed him to a certain weight. ** After all," said the Cap- 
in, " it is better to be bled by a warm-hearted Chakapow 
idian than by a hot-headed Parisian duellist." What a 
:oic resignation ! He died like a philosopher, for the bleed- 
g killed him — " after all." — {Hear, hear.) 

LE BLANC TURNED POET. 

Mr. Allen Le Blanc burst out, to our astonishment, in 
e following strain : — 

** I stood beside the moon ! and there I wateh'd. 
And saw into her visions, and beheld 
The wits of men innumerable, clad 
In robes of varied hues. — Mighty and gay, 
.And vain and violent spirits, all were luix'd, 
As in a charnel-house. — 

And I beheld 
The wits of beauties, light and airy things. 
Sporting about in beds of painted flowers, 
All bright and all deceitful : — and the wits 
Of sages, hunting in abyss profound 
Conclusions and confusions. Poets' wits 
Were soaring high, hither and thither, playing 
With dreary thoughts arid wild imaginings 
Intense — unutterable " 
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FLATTERY AND PLAIN-SPEAKING. 

Here the Hon. Gcndeman was stopped, and Mr. O'Cokdor 
proposed that he should be fined for talking Greek. Mr. 
Oakley and Mr. Ldzell began to recite their respective essays 
on " Flattery" and " Plain-speaking" together, so diat I 
could but catch a sentence of each alternately. '^ I say tbat 
Flattery is" " a rough and insolent way of speaking" " which 
always denotes a servile and an" " unyielding mindp" " The 
Flatterer is always one who" *' takes no pains whatever to 
make himself agreeable or pleasing : civility, on the contrary," 
*' will always say to a thief, ' thief,' arid to a fool, ' fool.' " 
—-Mr. O'Connor here drowned the voices of the combatants 
by a Greek song, which will be inserted with a smart new 
type in N** V. 

HODGSON AT A N£ PLUS ULTRA. 

The spirits of the meeting were so exhilarated by the song 
and the singer, that it was impossible to curb them. A kind 
of discord arose, of which I could carry away no idea. Every 
member was haranguing upon some favourite subject widi 
such excessive earnestness, that even the punch-bt^wl was ne- 
glected. I could not the next morning arrange, in the smaU- 
est degree, my notes of what passed; and therefore the reader 
must be content with my rough draught of the conversation. 

" Were I to journey to Kamschatka — ^I would join the 
South Americans : how can they fail when they are fighting 
for their own homes ; when their countrv's liberty is at stake 
—When bread has fallen, Sir — Prince Leboo— *Arrah ! Sandy, 
it may do in your country — Mr. O'Connor, ye '11 gar roe gie 
ye an — Order, order — Every body must study economy; 
nobody can get at the product without working the sum- 
Fill Sir Thomas's glass — 

< Though lightnings roar above me, 
WhilQ witheringly I rove. 
Here 's a health for those Uiat love me. 
And a heart for those I love.' 

— -Bravo — very well ! I shall open my treatise by a few gene- 
ral remarks on the visual nerves. — My great grandfather wore 
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X wig — I am often absorbed in fits of mental abstraction, 
Rroin which nothing can relieve me but this one remedy — A 
pig's head with a lemon in his mouth — The Stocks gradually 
rising — I detest the stocks: Looney Mac-Mulligan had his 
ancles broke by *em — Metaphysics, gentlemen — Theology — 
Mr. Burton has discovered the Longitude. — Where will you 
find a more glorious character than our Wellington ? — Peter 
Bell — ^The Five Bills, Mr. Sterling — Nonsense, Wentworth, 
how can the Five Bills do any injury to — ^The prosperity of 
the Etonian ! — Silence — Bumpers !" 

Hjere the President, finding his office of no effect, left the 
Chair without putting the question of adjournment. Sir F. 
Wentworth made some political strictures upon his prece- 
dents for so doing ; for which he would have been fined if the 
Chairman had been in his place. The exuberant spirits of 
the Meeting soon after subsided, and they returned to their 
*• narrow dwellings." 

(Signed) RICHARD HODGSON, 

Secretary. 
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GIROLAMO AND SYLVESTRA. 

A TALE FROM THE ITALIAN. 

Theee arc some very good sort of people who fancy 
they are much wiser than their neighbours, whilst in fact 
their share of sense is much smaller ; and hence thqr do ' 
not scruple to oppose their own opinions not only to the 
judgment of others, but even to the current aji^ bias of 
Nature itself; from which presumption innum^rai^ 
melancholy consequences have followed, but no shadoir 
of good at any time. Now, among the whole circle .of 
natural events there is nothing which, from its very 
essence, will less admit of counsel or. opposition than 
Love ; which indeed may sometimes be subdued by 
leaving it to waste away and consume itself, but, if there 
be truth in philosophy, was never yet destroyed or pre. 
vented by violence or foresight. To prove this needs 
nothing else than the simple relation of the following 
tale, wherein a certain elderly manoeuvring Lady, who 
would forsooth be more cunning than either she herself 
was, or the case admitted, took counsel how she might 
drag love from the heart of a- lover, where his stars per- 
haps had infixed it, which indeed she effected by extir- 
pating love and life together from the body of her son. 

Sonfe years ago there lived in Florence a very rich 
merchant, who was besides, as is not uncommon, of 
noble extra-ction, by name Leonardo Sighieri. He had 
one son by his wife, called Girolamo, very shortly after 
whose birth, he himself, having arranged all his affairs, 
departed from this world. Tne guardians, who were 
appointed to assist his widow in the direction and edu- 
cation of his soil, were honourable citizens, and they 
strove to do justice to their young ward. Now it hap- 
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■pened that' the little lad growing up as he did, togethei* 
Wtli many other boys of the neighbourhood, never cared 
much for the rude sports of his equals, but was always 
seen walking hand in hand with a little girl about his 
own age, who was the daughter of a respectable trades- 
man in the same street. A few years afterwards, when 
^ge had matured their feeUngs, this childish fondness 
>ec;anie, on the part of Girolamo, a passion so ardent and 
lerce, that he fell quite sick of love, and never was in 
ipirits except when he was gazing upon his Sylvestrq, ; 
ind it is certain that she loved him full as much as she 
beloved. Now the mother of the boy, as soon as 
jrceived this attachment of her son, took him se- 
to task about it, and reproached him with a con- 
Met unbecoming one of his rank and wealth. But, not 
being able to restrain him from his pursuit, she was mudi 
vexed, and revolved in her mind all the expedients she 
oould dream of for preventing, what she dreaded more 
than any thing, an unworthy match for the heir of the 
illustrious House of Sighieri. At length she resolved 
upon communicating the matter to his ^guardians, and 
asking their advice or authority, which she did in these 
words : — " Well, gentlemen, I have a pretty affair to tell 
you ! What think ye of our Uttle spari'ow, young 
Girolamo I mean, who is not yet fourteen years of age, 
l^ing desperately in love with the daughter of the tailor, 
who lives at the comer of the street ! And what is 
more, I can't persuade him out of it for my life, and I 
don't doubt, that unless we can somehow or other take 
hini from her, he v/ill, one of these days, without saying 
a word to any of us, take her for his bride — and then 1 
am positive I shall die of chagrin ; or if he does not go 
so far as that, he will pine away with love, if he sees her 
married to another. Now the best thing I can think of 
to prevent either of these events, is to send him away 
under pretence of looking into his mercantile affairs in 
Paris. Perhaps absence will allay his passion, Sylvestra 
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will vanish from his mind, and, when he comes back, I 
-will pick out some suitable match for him.'' The 
guaroians all declared that the good lady spoke wis^, 
and that they would promote her plan as far as possible; 
so, having called Girolamo into their presence, tne eldest 
addressed him in a kind tone of voice as follows : — " My 
dear son, you are now grovm quite a fine young man, 
and it is high time for you to begin looking a little after 
your own affairs; — our opinion is, that you should im- 
mediately go to Paris, where a great part of your trade 
is carried on, and personally inspect the accounts of your 
agents ; besides all which, Paris is the best place in whidi 
a youth like you can learn manners, and that elegance of 
carriage, which is only to be acquired by frequent (W 
verse with Lords and Ladies, and Knights and GcD- 
tlemen, plenty of whom you will meet with at that 
splendid court; after which you may return hither* 
The boy listened very attentively, and then answered 
briefly, that he would do no such thing, for he coukl 
make as good a figure as any one else at Florence. Our 
worthy guardians upon this repeated their injunctions, 
and even went so far as to rebuke Girolamo very sharply 
for an hour together ; nevertheless they could not cany 
their point, nor get from him any other answer, but thi 
he was determined not to leave Florence. Away they 
went to his mother, and told her the event of her plan ; 
whereupon she flew into a violent rage, and reproached 
him with being disobedient to her and his guardians, and 
with falling in love with such a creature as a tailor^s 
daughter ; but, perceiving that she only made him mwe 
obstinately bent upon his will by this narsh treatn^ent, 
she had recourse to coaxing him by kisses, and tears, and 
flattery, to do what she wished; and at last she suc- 
ceeded so well in softening his heart, that he consented to 
fo to Paris for a year, and no longer ; which accordingly 
e did, though it cost him many a pan^ to tear himsMf 
from his first love. When he was once m Paris, his mo- 
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tfaer found means, by various pretences, to keep him 
there for more^than two years ; and when at length, 
burning with restrained love, he returned home, he 
found Sylyestra married to a young tent-maker. This 
threw him into an agony of grief at first ; but at length, 
Qonaidering that what was once done could never be un- 
done, he meditated for some time upon some means of 
gratifying his passion as he might. Accordingly, having 
discovered her room in her new house, he began, after 
the fashion of young lovers, to pass and repass her win- 
dow, fondly hoping that she had not forgotten him, any 
more than, he had forgotten her. But the case, as it 
happened, was otherwise. She did not remember him 
m^Jl any more than if she had never seen him before, or 
at least, if she did at times recollect him, she fei^ed 
that she did not ; all which coldness he soon perceived, 
and was penetrated with the most poignant melancholy. 
Nevertheless he did every thing imaginable to recover 
his empire over her mind, but so entirely without suc- 
cess,, that a fit of mingled passion, anger, and despon- 
dency, took entire possession of all his faculties, and he 
vimbly declined in strength and health. In short, he 
felt that he was a dying man, and determined at all 
hazards, if he died for Sylvestra, to tell Sylvestra so 
himself. 

To put this resolution in practice, he informed liim- 
self, by means of a neighbour, of the internal arrange- 
ments of the house ; and one evening, whilst Sylvestra 
and her husband were gone out to a party of their 
friends, he secretly entered her chamber, concealed him- 
self behind some canvass which was extended for the 
manufacture of tents, and quietly waited till they re- 
turned, went to rest, and he could perceive that her 
husband was asleep; then, moving gently from his 
hiding-place, he advanced to that side of the bed on 
which Sylvestra lay, and, putting his hand upon her 
bosom, said, in a very faint tone of voice, — " O, my own 
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life, my love, slcepest thou yet ?^' Sylvestra, who wis 
not asleep, had nearly screamed out, but the youth in- 
stantly checked her by whispering, — '' For the sake of 
Gtxl, don't be alarmed or cry out — I ain your own poor 
Girolamo.'' When she heard this, she trembled all 
over, and repUed, " I intreat you, for Jesu's sake, 
Girolamo, to go away directly ; alas ! alas ! you know, 
as well as I do, that those happy days of our childhood 
are passed and gone, when no one forbade us to love 
each other. I am, as you see, married ; for whidi 
reason it is now very wrong in me to think of any man 
except my husband ; and so I again intreat you, as you 
fear God, to leave me instantly, for should my husband 
awake and see you, supposing no other harm duwld 
follow, yet it is certain that I never should enioy any 
peace with him more ; whereas I anf now passionately 
loved by him, and, for my own part, I own I live tran- 
quilly and happily with mm.*" 

The youth, upon hearing these words, felt the most 
piercing grief ; and although he reminded her c^ all the 

East scenes of their happy love, undiminished in his 
eart by time or distance, and mingled his tale with the 
most fervent prayers and most tempting oflfers, he •could 
not obtain the smallest favour. Desirous of ending his 
days near the object of his love, he prayed of her, 
lastly, as a re^^ard for his long and unshaken pasaon, 
that she would permit him to lay himself by her side 
until he had recovered a Httle warmth, as he had become 
almost icy-cold in waiting for her ; promising her, at the 
same time, that he would not speak to her a syllable, nor 
touch her person, and that as soon as he could feel some 
life in his limbs again, he would depart from her for ever. 
Sylvestra could not help feeling some httle compassion 
for him, and, upon these conditions, permitted nim to 
lie down by her. The unhappy boy being stretched out 
at length by the side of her he adored, though without 
touching her, and recollecting in one moment the kmg- 
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Dcmtinued love he had felt for her, and her present hard- 
heartedness, his lost hopes and eternal despair, deter- 
mined to live no longer ; and, holding his breath, with- 
out making the slightest motion, ended the contest and 
£ed by her side. A short time afterwards, Sylvestra, 
wondering at his stillness, and fearing lest her husband 
should awake, began to say, — " Prithee, Girolamo, go 
away, — ^why donH you move ?'^ Not hearing him an- 
swer, she thought very hkely he had gone to sleep ; so 
stretchii^ out hei: hand to awaken him, she began to feel 
him, and touching his face, she found it was cold as ice, 
which surprised her very much ; but moving him again 
with more force, and perceiving that he stirred not at 
all, after some little further examination she plainly per- 
qeived that he was dead; upon which she almost lost 
lier senses with sorrow and aespair, and remained for a 
long time not knowing what to do. At length she re- 
solved upon asking her husband what he would do in 
such a case, if it were to happen to him ; and, having 
awakened him, she representee! the story as having taken 
place with some other persons, and then inquired of him 
what would have been his conduct in such cu*cumstance8. 
The good man replied, that, in his opinion, the best 
thing to do would be to carry the dead* youth quietly to 
his own house and leave him there ; and he declared, for 
his part, that in such a case he should bear his wife no 
gruage, as it did not appear to him that she had com- 
nutted any faults " Then,'^ said Sylvestra, "so be it — 
and so let us do ourselves ; "^ and, having taken her hus- 
band^s hand, she made him feel the dead body. At 
which being frightened beyond measure, he sprang out 
of bed and lighted a lamp, and, without saying a syllable 
more to his wife, he took the body in the same clothes 
it had on upon his shoulders, earned it to the door of 
the house where Girolamo had lived, and having placed 
k there, left it standing upright. When the morning 
camie, and the dead body was seen standing against the 
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wall, there was a grdat multitude collected, and moeh 
lamentation on all sides, but especially from his mother; 
and, upon his being examined, and no blow or wouni 
being discoverable upon his person, it was generally be< 
lievea by the doctors that the youth had died oS grief^ 
which was indeed the fact. The corpse was forthwith 
conveyed to the inside of a church, and thither came the 
weeping mother, with a great troop of sorrowing lA^ 
tions and friends, and all of them began imme£ately, 
after the manner of the country, to bewail themselves 
and make a loud lamentation. 

Now whilst these funeral rites were being performed 
by his mother and her female relations, the man in 
whose house Girolamo died said to Sylvestra, " Prithee 
put a veil over thy head, and go to the church where 
they have laid Girolamo, and insinuate thyself amongst 
the women, and hear what they say of this transaction, 
whilst I will do the same amongst the men, so that we 
may know whether any one suspects us of having beai 
at all concerned in it.*" The proposal pleased the youth- 
ful bride, who now too late naci become sorrowful and 
^ compassionate, and she longed ardently to gaze upon 
him dead, to whom, when alive, she would not grant 
the favour of one single kiss. It is ^a wonderful thing 
this Lo"^ ! and almost impossible to be known before- 
hand, in all its hidden forces and surprising revolutions! 
That heart, which the living and prosperous fortune of 
Girolamo could not open, his present miserable fate sub- 
dued in an instant, and rekindled within it all her for- 
mer flames of ]pve and passion. A moment aft^*wards, 
upon looking on his pallid and emaciated countenance, 
she fell into an agony of remorse and pity, and, covering 
her face with the veil, she ghded on tlirough the crowd 
of women till she came to the feet of the dead boy ; then 
uttering a shriek of unutterable meaning, where love, 
and passion, and sorrow, and despair, were mingled to- 
gether, she threw herself at length upon Girolamo, and 
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would have bathed his face in burning tears, had not 
Death touched her ahnost^ before she fell, her heart 
being broken, and her breath choked up by the violence 
of reviving feelings. After this the mourners around 
began to comfort her, and exhorted her to rise up, not 
as yet knowing who she was ; but when they saw that 
she did not move, they endeavoured to help her ; and, 
finding her insensible, they lifted her up, and at one ai\d 
the same instant they discovered that it was $ylvestra, 
and that she was dead. Upon which all the matrons 
were overwhelmed with double sorrow, and began again 
a second lamentation. The rumour of this strange 
event was soon spread out of doors, and at length came 
to the ears oi her husband, who, when he heard it, 
would receive no consolation or comfort from any one, 
and for a lon^ time mourned in profound grief. Some 
time after this the real circumstances of the death of 
the youth were related by the husband, and when they 
were pubUcly known they excited much indignation 
against the mother, who had taken such fruitless pains 
to quell the natural instincts of love. The deceased 
Sylvestra was adorned in a becoming manner with 
wreaths of flowers, and small knots of party-coloured 
ribbons, and then laid out in the same sepulchre, side 
by side, with Girolamo ; and the young of both tsexes 
of Florence for many days came to view them and weep 
over their unhappy fat6; and httle poems and songs 
were thrown upon their bodies ; and their epitaph was 
written in these words : — 

GIROLAMO AND SYLVESTRA. 



Love could not join them in life 
Death has joined them together in inseparable union for ever. 
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ON THE APPROACH OF THE HOLIDAYS. 

** Ibimus, O socii comitesque.*' — Hor. 

A FEW more days — and Vacuna, with all her train of 
smiles and pleasures, will be our companion. A few more 
days, and Eton will send forth her numerous foster- 
children, to forget, with due expedition, the precepts 
which she has laboured to instil. Already are all our 
Windsor vehiclfes, from imperial tandem to lowly chaise 
and pair, bespoken for the removal ot our fellow-citi- 
zens ; already the rulers of our Uttle state are looking 
forward to their release from " durance vile," and our 
dames are " blessing their stars," and preparing their 
last new apparel for a visit. 

•How busy is the scene ! Wherever we go we are re. 
minded by a thousand images that a great change in 
our commonwealth is at hand. Every friend we meet 
has a busy and thoughtful countenance, which seems . 
to say to us, "I shall see you no more for some time.'' 

What an alteration takes place in the manners and 
characters of our schoolfellows as the HoUdays ap- 
proach ! A hundred little foibles and follies, which 
nave lain dormant during the uniforjnity of an Eton life, 
now be^n to spring up, and force themselves upon our 
notice. Among these, the desire of making a figure, or, 
as it is more usually termed, " cutting a dash," has a 
strong and extensive influence over the younger part of 
our community. Our Uttle friend Gnavus, wh6, to do 
him justice, has been exercising all imaginable assiduitj 
»nce his last vacation, is now busily employed in locking 
up his books, lest any one should suppose him to be 
" a sap in the Holidays." Carus, who aresses, while at 
Eton, with an .almost puritanical plainness, is terribly 
afraid that Mr. Ingalton's idleness may disappoint liim 
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Df his top-boots; and Novus, whose quiet simplicity 
cias hitherto procured for him the prsenomen of Cawker, 
us anticipating, with inconceivable raptur^ the splash 
which long spurs and a bit of blood will make on the 
!L(Ondon road. 

How various are the enjoyments and pursuits in which, 
the members of our commonwealth will shortly be en- 
gaged. One is anxious to see his friends, and another 
to se? the world ; one will read algebra, and another 
will read novels; one will kill birds in Norfolk, and 
another will kill time in Bond-street Mr.: Sterling is 
]$K>king forward to an interview with the vicar of the 
puish, and Mr. Montgomery to a tete-sUtete with the 
oelle of the county: Mr. Golightly is sighing for the 
fAasa of the lounger, and Mr. Bowley for the glass of 
Uie bon-vivant 

I^erhaps the meditations, of no two persons are ahke ; 
but the meditations of all have for their origin, their 
ground, their keystone-r-the Holidays. It is a circum- 
stance diat would surprise in no small degree an unini- 
tiated observer, that in spite of the thousand delights and 
fasciuations which are supposed to be concentrated in 
this single word — Holidays, — We scarcely meet a coun- 
tenance which exhibits any extraordinary pleasure at 
their approach. And this we conceive does not proceed 
from any insensibility to the gratification of revisiting 
the places of our birth, and returning to the friends of 
our childhood ; but rather from that reluctance we all 
feel to any change of place or habits which is accon^pa*- 
nied with hurry and trouble. Of course, we do not as- 
sert that ^^ The Holidays^ are words conveying to any 
one un^leasamt ideas ;* Dut there is a certain degree of 
restlessness attending the prepyation for them, which 
is disagreeable even to hvely minds, and absolutely vc^x- 
atious to more sober and sedate dispositions. 



* Oar good friend Mr. M. Swinburne excepted.— P. C. 
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Some of our friends are now leaving this abode of 
literature, not to return to it again. On the ooonte* 
nances of these the joy which is supposed to be felt upon 
such an occasion is still less manifest. They have finisned 
the course which, as boys, they Tiad to rim. The few 
duties which devolve upon life at this age have been 
concluded, by some of them heedlessly, by others with 
credit ; but they are concluded ; and the industrious 
and the idle, the stekdy and the wild, participate in the 
regret which their conclusion occasions, — a regret wWch 
the scholar endeavours to subdue by looking rorward to 
academical honours, and the trifler to dissipate by exa- 
mining the Russia and the Morocco (rf his leave-books. 

We believe there is no one, however frivolous may be 
his pursuits, however strong his dislike of scholastic 
literature, who sees his final departure draw near without 
a considerable degree of regret, bordering on melan- 
choly. Some may smile, and others may sneer, when 
we assure them that the best relief they can prepare for 
this painful sensation is the consciousness that their time 
in this place has been honourably and profitably employed. 
Wiser lips than ours have declared that the terrors of a 
death-bed are only to be dispelled by the remembrance 
of a life well spent. This final departure from 

**That dear schoolboy dwelling which we lore," 

is, as it were, the death-bed of our Eton life : and we 
can confidently assert that it stands in need of a sanular 
consolation. 

Agathus and Eugenio are two of our schoolfellows 
who have now bid their final adieu to " Father Tbames.' 
The first, though possessed of only moderate talents, 
has succeeded, by regular habits and conciliating man- 
ners, in obtaining the applause of many, knd the esteem 
of all. The latter, thou^ adorned with talents suffix 
eient to raise him to the highest honours, has so misap- 
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plied these natural endowments in wild or trifling pur- 
suits, that he has been considered by many a madman, 
and by some a fool. Agathus withdraws from us with 
the gratifying consciousness that he enjoys the respect, 
if not the admiration, of his schoolfellows ; while the 
farewell address of Eugenio was, " Ay, Sterling ! I Ve 
been a sad fellow ! — ^but it canH be helped, we can'^t live 
over again."" 

Distant be the period of our departure ! but often, 
ere that period arrives, we shall derive a profitable les- 
son from the recoUection of poor Eugenio^s last words, — 
" We can\ live over again !*' . 

M. s! 
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A NIGHT ADVENTURE, 



Fit pugUy et medicum uiiget."— -Hor. 



Sib, — ^I will not preface the detail, which I am about 
to transmit to you, Dy any long introduction. It is suffix 
dent to inform you that I am one of those who are 
afflicted by a romantic imamnation, whidi, however it 
Inay inqpire or enchant us m our moments of poeticaJl 
inspiration, is, as we all know, troublesome beyond mea^ 
«ure in the ordinary affairs of Ufe. The circumstances 
whidi I am going to relate are an exemplification of this 
trite but true observation. 

. Is was on a beautiful Autumn evening that I stole out 
unperceived, from a party engaged in discussing the 
merits of some of my Father'^s oldest claret, and left \pm 
eloquently and feelingly declaiming in its praise, to tako a 
solitary ramble throu^ the extent of grounds that hitd 

a 2 
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SO often ¥nitnessed my infant gambols, or seen me, at i 
more advanced age, performing the voyages of JSneasbj 
means of a horse-pond and washing-tub ;— H>r imitatiog 
my favourite Hector in the destruction of the Greciaa 
Navy, to the imminent peril of Farmer Ashfield'^s nei^ 
bouring hay-rick. It was an evening, to delineate wboee 
beauteous grandeur would require a heart teeming with 
all the inspu*ation of the Muses — a pen dipped m the 
brightest colours of imagination. A soft mellow siknoe 
pervaded the whole expanse of air and ^arth; the si|n, 
just sinking beneath the horizon, still .retained infiu^ioe 
sufficient to leave a bright tinge of red upon the western 
sky, and to deepen the verdure of Jthe aged oaks, whidi, 
wreathing their huge ^gantic branches into a thousand 
fantastic . forms, overshadowed my path, and scarcely 
deigned to wave beneath the passing zephyr that agitated 
then* foliage for a moment, and in the next had left all as 
still and solemnly silent as the grave. It was such an 
evening as would be peculiarly fitt^ to conjure up all 
the fantasies of a warm imagination ; which might ^tfily 
have pictured to itself .Queen Mab, and her fairy attend- 
ants, tripping nimbly over the herbage, or holdmg thar 
sportive gamools far from the sight of intruding mortals, 
beneath the shade of same favourite beech. ^^ On such a 
night as this,^ I wand^ed unconsciously along, forget- 
fiu almost of my own existence, totally absorbed in oon- 
terajdation, and forming in idea the most unearthly and 
romantic images. Long had I thus roamed, indifferent 
to every thing around me, and in a kind of delicious for- 
getfulness of the worid and its unpleasiCnt accompani- 
m^its. Already had the darkness of night succeeded to 
the shades of evening, biit so gradually had its sombre 
light given way to the gentle orightness of the moon, 
that I was far fronv perceiving the change, and still pur- 
sued iny way, unconscious of the dews that began to fall 
around me, till a sudden cloud obscuring the rays oiibe 
bri^it luminary above, and a sharp air mlit died away in 
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threatening forebodings through the grove below, recalled 
my scattered senses, and, arousing me to the knowledge 
of myself and my situation, brought to my recollection 
the aeserted party, and the supposition that, in all pro- 
babiUty, the family would be alarmed at my absence. I 
was next reminded of a still more unpleasant circvun- 
stance ; that, having no small distance to return, I should, 
in all probabiUty, be caught in the storm which I now, 
for the first time, perceivSt^ had been accumulating all its 
horrdrs from every point of the heaven's, and was just 
leady to burst forth with terrifying violence. As all this 
passed in quick revolution through my brain, I had 
already turned my face homewards, and, with buttoned- 
up coat, was on the point of starting forward with as 
great rapidity as the increasing darkness and devious 
path would admit, when my purpose was suddenly 
checked by the rain of which I had been but so lately 
forewarned. It fell in torrents so violent, that to pro- 
ceed was impossible. I took refuge under a spreading 
tree, and had much ado to console myself by the reflec- 
tion that I had met with " an Adventure.*" 

** An Adventure,^ Sir, it certainly was, and a most 
lamentable one. I had not remained a minute in my un- 
oomfortable situation, before I perceived two figures, of 
a most mysterious appearance, sheltering themselves 
from the storm, beneath the next tree. They were 
muffled up closely in thick cloaks, wore large slouched 
hats, and carried in their hands most villainous sticks. 
What could I suppose? what conclusion could I form, 
but that which all your readers, Sir, would form, under 
nmilar circumstances? — I was within a few yards of a 
brace of highwaymen 1 

What could 1 do? escape was impossible ! the least 
noise was death to me ! Silently and anxiously I listened 
to the conversation of my foes; and my terror was not 
abated, when I overheard these dark and terrible ex- 
pressions:— 
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" Upon the word of a gentleman !*" said the first, " I 
have not touched a suigle guinea since I came into this 
part of the country !^ " Business is in truth very dull T 
said the other. ^^ I have practised here for twenty years,' 
and never was there a time when people have been so 
shy of putting themselves in my hands as they are at 
present !^ No wonder ! thought I. " I am afraid,^ re- 
sumed the first, ^^ there is a strong prejudice gone abroad 
against our profession T Prejudice! thought I. " You 
are right !^ replied the other; "not one blockhead can 
die Within ten miles round, but a hundred other hlotk- 
head^ cry out that / killed him !^ My blood ran cold ; bnt 
at this moment the violence of the tempest increased, and 
for some minutes I heard no more of the discussicMi. 

By degrees the tumult of the elemente abated,, and I 
again caught a few words. " Your system. Brother f is 
too violent ; / have always employed milder methods."* 
(Blessings on you, thought I.) " I disapprove of your 
indiscriminate use of steel in all cases.? " Steely Sir H 
cried the other, " steel I — Nothing is to be done in our 
way without steeL"^ They began to move towards me ! 

I felt my brow grow clammy — my hair stand on end— 
my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth. They ap- 

Froached ! — ^nearer !— nearer ! Despair gave me courage^ 
seized a large branch which had been rent from its parent 
tree by the wind, and dashed it, with all the fury of hope- 
lessness, 

" Full on the footpad's forehead ! down he sank 
Without a groan expiring." 

I heard my name vociferated as I fled ; but I stayed not 
for this. With inconceivable rapidity I fled from the 
place of combat, and, after traversing a space of- many 
miles, perceived, to my great satisfaction, that I was not 
pursued. 

I was endeavouring, though without much chance of 
accomplishing this desirable object, to discover the road 
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I ought to take, when my ear was suddenly startled by a 
sound which very much resembled a ^oan. At first I 
treated it as a fanciful sound, though 1 confess my eyes 
were turned, with not the most comfortable feelings^ 
upon the rugged branches and broken stumps that might 
have, to a terrified mind, borne the appearance of Satan 
and his sable attendants. A second, more loudly re* 
peated, convinced me of its reahty, and immediatdy 
looking in the direction whence it seemed to proceed, I 
espied something white lying upon an open tuft of ^ass; 
but I was unfortunately shortsighted, and this, added to 
the natural darkness, rendered me incapable of distin- 

Siishing the nature of the mysterious appearance. A 
ird and deeper groan vibrated on .my ear ; imaggiar 
tion immediately resumed its sway, and, concluding it to 
be a woman, and fancying I could distinguish her gar- 
ments, '" Alas, unhappy one!'** thought I to myself, 
** thou wast once perhaps lovely in the bloom of youth, 
and surrounded by all the blessings of peace and inno- 
cence, but now, by the arts of some infamous seducer, 
art become a fugitive vagabond, cast upon the wide 
world, houseless and helpless, with no one to pity, no 
one to succour thee ! Yes, by Heaven ! there is one,^ 
I exclaimed, rushing forward with the most fervent feel- 
lings of humanity and pity, " there is one shall help 
thee, poor victim, and snelter thee from the furious 
storm ; there is one,**^ I continued with all the ardour of 
a mind inspired with the most generous benevolence, 
" that shall recruit thy weary frame, and, if possible, re- 
store thee to happiness ;^ and, approaching still closer, 
I bent down, ana was preparing to modulate my v^ice 
in the softest accents of pity, when up it started, Mr. 
Editor, not in the shape of either a Chloe or Lucinda, 
but in that of one of my father'^s favourite Dorsetshire 
jiheep, which, while enjo3dng the slumbers I had dis^ 
turbed, uttered those hard breathings which to my ear 
sounded as groans* " D humanity !^ I exclidmed, 
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as the animal retreated with frighteded rapidity ibrcfo^ 

an opening in the trees. " D humanity T I ex- 

daimed, as I hurried back on my way in ih> very pl«d 
temper, and in the next instant found myself At the bot- 
tom of a ditch, the existence of whidi I had entirely for- 
JBOtten. Luckily it was a dry (Hie, but unluckily of sndi 
' depth, and defended by such steep banks, that, notwitb- 
standing I received no injury by the fall, I was soon 
aware that the retreat would be a labour of mudi greats 
difficulty than the entrance had been ; and, to add to 
my troubles, the long-expected rain began to fall in 
torrents. Thrice I attempted the steep ascent> and 
thrice, with nails begrimed with dirt, and muddy -knees, 
met with a repulse. My labours might have continued 
much longer, had not a large Newfoundland dog, accom- 
panied by the butler, sent to search for, me,' smelt out 
my retreat. With the joint assistance of Hector and 
John, I was soon rescued, and in a short time found 
myself at the hall-door, surrounded by all the servants, 
who had been on the look-out, and who, while Ustemng 
to Johns's account, passed not a few jokes on young gen- 
tlemen studying the stars in a ditch. Heedless of these, 
and their stifled laughter, and having reUeved my father's 
fears, I had the gratitude to recal my oath, and thank 
Humanity for my safe return ; and when I found my- 
self established by the blaze of a good fire to diy my 
'moistened garments, " Bless Humanity !^ I exclamied, 
" for had she not directed Hector, I must still be ex- 
posed to yon rumbUng thunder, and all the fury of the 
tempest, with a ditch for my *bed, and in no better pfiglit 
than — the unfortunate victim of seduction.*^ This sug- 
gested an intrusive thought : " Pshaw ^ I cried, " that 
must be forgotten till the next Meeting of the King of 
Clubs, and then, perhaps, I may be inclined, though at 
my own expense, to furnish ample food for laughter to 
the Members, by sending an account of my adventure. 
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Sterling unll deliver a lecture on star-gazings and Muiii- 
grave descant upon the propriety of hayii^ lamps to a 
night-coalch. Peregrine perhaps will ish it up as 9 
pretty morsel of a tele in " The Etonian.^ It will be a 
warmhg to all warm and poetical imaginations not to 
stray too far, allured by the beauties of an Autumn 
evening, until, after mistakbig a Dorsetshire wether for 
a frail one repenting of a faux pas^ they shall slip, by a 
faux paSj into a ditch, after the manner of 

Theodobe Aveling. 

P. S. I forgot to mention that the apothecarv^s lad 
brought a complaint the next morning against Master 
Theodore, for " breaking Mr. Gargle*s head in the 
storm last night" 



CASTLES IN THE AIR. 



** niosloiii ! grida il filosofo ; Illusioni, ma intanto senza di esse io 
non sentirei la Tita che nel dolore."* — Ortis, UUime Lettere. 



There exist in - the world a certain set of sober- 
nunded beings, who profess it as their opinion, that^ 
those thoughts which proceed from illusion or fancy ought 
to be fianiiuied from our minds; that time is fooUsnl^ and 
unprofitably consumed in thinking of impossibilities. 
They 'dislike or despise poetry, as it is frequently com- 
posed of fictions, and represents things which are not in the 
ordiiiary course of nature. Some of these, who profess 



* Translation of the Motto : — 
** nhisions ! exclaims the philosopher — ^Illusions — ^yes ; but without 
them I should feel nothmg of life but its misery.' 

ft 5 
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to admire nothing but reality or a representation of it, 
carry their prejudices to a ludicrous extent : for exam- 

I He J some of them will admire a staring likeness of the 
ast Lady Mayoress* and family more than the finest 
composition of Raphael. " We are not interested,'* say 
they, " in looking at features which we know never ex- 
isted, in a group of ideal personages ; but there is an 
evident reality in the delineation of her Ladyship; we 
see something resembling what is frequently before our 
.eyes, and we are therefore pleased wiui it.'*' These peo- 
ple will study with unwearied patience the incontro- 
vertible facts of Cockcr^s Arithmetic, and abhor the beau- 
tiful fictions of the Fairy Queen; in short, matter-of-fact 
is their idol, — fiction, romance, or poetry, the objects (^ 
their scorn. A fanciful disposition of mind may be dis- 
advantageous; but it may be doubted whether we should 
not be, as it were, wearied by the continual succession of 
realities, were it not for the occasional relief of fancy or 
illusion, whose ideal pleasures are at all tinges at hand to 
assist us when we are overcome with the real cares of life. 
By these illusions I mean those incoherent ideas of fu- 
ture happiness or greatness which frequently occur to 
every one, and if I mistake not, even to those who pro- 
fess to despise the workings of imagination ; — ideas which, 
on reasoning, we might (eel could not be realized with- 
out some most material change in ourselves and circum- 
stances, — a sort of waking dreams, commonly designated 
by the name of Castles in the Air, These freaks of 
fancy prevail in a less or greater degree in eveiy one, 
from the madman in whom th^ are strongest down 
tQ the ideot in whom their influence is hardly per- 
ceptible. In the madman they have overcome his intel- 
lect and entirely bUnded his reasoning faculties, so that 
he fancies that he has lost his head, and runs about in 



* We beg to assure our eastern readers that we mean no perBooal re- 
flections upon. Mrs. Bridges, should there be such a person ; we be$t« 
oe understood of any Lady Mayoress. 
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search of it, or that he is transformed into a tear-pot, and 
is afraid of bein^ broken. Next to him comes the poet : 
he seems to be the boundary which limits sanity; beyond 
him is madness ; for small is the barrier which divides 
insanity from inspiration. His imagination is more vivid 
than that of other men, but it has not quite overcome 
his reason. After th^se follow the general mass of man- 
kind, who are all, in th^ several stations, subject to 
these waking dreams. What would become of the lover 
if he were denied some moments in which he might pic- 
ture^ to himself a sort of acme of happiness, which, upon 
reflection, he would feel was unattainable? Where 
would be the happy hours of a young author, if he were 
not led on by his fancy to 4reams of imaginary Second 
Editions, which, on a return to his s^ses, and a perusal 
of the productions of his pen, would quickly vamsh into 
air ? How wretched would be the solitary hours . to a 
younger son of a remote branchy if he were denied the 
pleasing occupation of picturing to himself the pleasure 
he would feel in possessing the wealth and rank of a dis- 
tinguidied nobleman, should he, by the extinction of 
onSf fourteen awkwardly intervening heirs, arrive at the 
summit of his hopes. The petty clerk of an office, 
ceasing awhile from the toil and drudgery of his desk, 
revolves his plans for saving the nation and advancing 
his family, should he be made Secretary of State. The 
gambling groom, when he has lost his last penny and 
orc^en his dice-box against the table of th^ servants^ 
hall, retires to meditate on the dash he will cut when he 
•wins a . pnze in the Lottery and becomes a country 
Squire. — To these illusions are the minds of men conti- 
nually prone; and at no time more so, than when, by 
any accident^ they are- left for a short time in sohtude. 
Our thoughts then receive a selfish cast ; they are. di- 
rected towards ourselves and our prospects in life ; and 
it is at this time we deUght to weave those spider-webs of 
fancy, which the bustle of the real world quickly sweeps 
away. 



# 
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I am far from beinff one of those persons who think, 
or profess to think, that. there is little in real life wortfaj 
of th^ attention ; that common things are below their 
notice, and that their only pleasures are to be found in 
the ideal world of their imaginati<m. Those who hold 
these sentiments run into the opposite extreme from the 
set I before described. They say, (for I -always am in- 
clined to doubt that they thmk so,) -that as solitude ii 
the parent of that world of fiction, they infinitely prefer 
. the sight of mountains, the roar of a cataract, or the 
gloom of a forest, to the acquaintance with mtm, his 
ways, manners, and conrersation ; — they profess tbet 
they could live retired from life, and feed upcm the iojs 
of romance and imagination. I would not advise mem 
to try their plan : they would only destroy a pfeaai^ 
illusi<»i, and convince themselves that they were wTon|. 
Yet, for my part, (though I am not CMoe or these woul^ 
be anchorites,) I am fond xjf indulging myself at times 
in building castles in the air, and oonsequ^itly of the 
occasional solitude which produces them. Were I de* 
}»*ived of these illusions, I should feel as if I had lost 
an intimate companion, w}k> was always at hand to 
raise my spirits and to comfort me under every mis- 
fortane. 

The ancient poets tell us, that of the contents of 
Pandora^s box, every thing escaped, except Hope, which 
]««9aained at the bottom to console mankind. Now I am 
disposed to keep up the Allegory, and to suppose these 
illusions to constitute the box itself in which this uni* 
versal comforter Hope was contained. Indeed, as the 
box seemed necessary, in order that its contents should 
be retained, so these illusions appear to me to be neces- 
sary for the preservation of Hope, which is surrounded 
by, and, as it were, contained within them. Had it not 
been for them, it would, with the rest of the contents, 
have escaped, and left the mind of man without a conso- 
lation in misfortune. 
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I miiist confess *I pity thbse who have no pleasui^ in 
these illusions ; and who teQ you that when tnis 

** Fancy's fairy frost-work melts away," 

they are more discontented than they were before, and 
feel that they have only been playing Tantalus with 
Eiappiness. This, in my opinion, argues a most inve- 
terate determination (pej^haps not an uncommon propen- 
rity) to.be discontented; together with an ingratitude 
to the moments which have afforded uar pleasure; an 
ingratitude which deserves the self-inflicted pCinishment 
it often receives, of never enjoying any at all. A con- 
tented mind will encourage these imaginoy pleasures, 
af whatever time they appear ; will snatch the delight of 
them, be it but for a moment ; and, when these magic fas- 
dnations are fled, will return to the dretiry scene of rea- 
lity with cheerfulness^ thankful for what it has enjoyed, 
and prepared for whatever it is about to sufler. 

A. L. B. 



MARIUS AMIDST THE RUINS OF CARTHAGE. 

CARtHAOfel I love thee! thou hast run 

As I, a warlike race ; 
And now thy Glory's radiant sun 

Hath veiVd in clouds his face : , 

Thy days of pride — as mine— depart ; 
Thy Gods desert thee, and thou art 

A thing as jiobly base 
As he whose sullen footstep falls 
To ni^ht around thy crumbling walls. 
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And Rome hath heap'd her woes and paint 

Alike on me and thee; 
And thou dost sit in servile chains, — 

But mine they shall not be ! 
Though fiercely o'er this aged head 
The wrath of angry Jove is shed, 

Marius shall still be free, 
Free — in the pride that scorns his foe, 
And bares the head to meet the blow." 

I wear not yet thy slavery's vest, * 

As desolate I roam ; 
And though the sword were at my breast, 

The torches in my home, 
StiU — still, for orison and vow, 
I *d fling them back my curse — as now ; 

I scorn, I hate thee — Rome! 
My voice is weak to word and threat — 
My arm is strong to battle yet ! 



A COUNTRY WEDDING. 



I. 



Oh! there is music in the bells 
From yonder noisy steeple pealing. 

That sweetly o*er the spirit swells, 

And wakes the deepest chords of feeling. 



II. 



It is not that this twilight hour 

Blends softly with their melting tone ; 

Theirs is a deeper, holier power, 
Whose echo s in the heart alone.- 
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III. 



There 's music in that merry voice, — 
The voice of peasants wild and high, 

That bids the listener's soul rejoice, 
And share in all their revelry. 



IV. 



It is not that those sounds proclaim 

Some boastful conqueror's vain parade ; 

They swell not now the pomp of Fame, 
They hail no gorgeous cavalcade. 



V. 



But oh ! they bear a mightier charm 
Than shouts of triumph can express ; 

They spring from hearts with feeling warm, 
Each voice a voice of happiness. 



VI. 



There 's an o'erflowing tide of gladness 
To-night in all we hear and see ; 

A moment's passing dream of madness^ 
The heart's delirious jubilee. 



VII. 



Who recks, amid a life like this, 
Of future grief, or toil, or pain ? 

To-morsow shall dissolve the bliss, 
And Care and Reason wake again. 



VIII. 



And it may be that yonder chime. 

Which spoke to-day of hearts delighted. 

May sadly tell in after-time. 

That death those hearts has disunited. 




\ 
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IZ. 



It may be but away, away ! 

Forebodings dark and dreattns of sorrow ! 
Let Mirth and Music reign to-day. 

And Reason's voice be heard to-morrow. 



X. 



I would not, with most sage advice, 
Dispel this momentary fever; 

For oh ! the world were Paradise, 
Could such delirium last for ever. 



October 5, 1819. 



K. S. 



WHAT SHALL I DO? 

" What shall I do ?'' exclaimed Lady Emily to me 
the other day, as I entered her apartment, and found 
her reclining negligently on an ottoman, with a most 
languishing air; " What shall I do, Charles,'' she ex- 
claimed, laving a strong emphasis on the shall, " to expel 
ennui, and recover my lost spirits ? All thfe world seems 
to have deserted Town, and left me to enjoy my owb 
company; positively, Charles, you ar^ the only rational 
being my eyes have had the pleasure of seeing this month ; 
and now do be a good creature, and get me from the 
Circulating Library Scott's last Novel ; it is scarcely two, 
and old Lady Jervis's card says seven for dinner this 
evening, where I beUeve you are goinff." She accom- 
panied this request with such a oewitdiing smile us 
would have melted a much harder heart than Charles 
Bellamy's. I readily promised, and we soon after parted ; 
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Lady Emily to her toilet, and I to execute my commission. 
But by some fairy impulse or other, Lady Emily's 
*^ What shall I do ?'' had taken entire possession of my 
thoughts, much to the detriment of Scott's last Novel. 
** Such a lovely creature as this V^ said I inwardly, 
" formed to be trie ornament of society, forced to such an 
exclamation; but,'' continued I, in the same train of 
consideration, ** by whpm are they not uttered.? In 
every station these few words will be heard with more 
or less meaning. The wealthy heir, revelling in all the 

Pleasures and delights of luxury, and snatching with 
asty hand every sweet life can afford, Uke the bee, cull- 
ing honey from every flower, in the midst of all his joys 
and festivity will cast his weary listless limbs on the 
nearest couch with the exclamation of ^ what shall I 
do ? ' The miserable offspring of poverty, dragging on 
his existence through hardships and difficulties, utters 
the same exclamation from his straw pallet : the 
shuddering victim of sorrow, while the unconscious 
tear trickles down his care-worn cheeks, will clasp his 
hands in agony, and sigh forth the scarcely-articulate 
sounds frppi nis agitated and bursting bosom. It 
is 'alike connected with the soft melting accents of pity, 
and the tumultuous fury of anger; it is often to be fouiid 
in the last desperate adaress of the discarded lover, and 
the broken ejaculations of my old Grandfather during a 
twinge of the gout. It was the ti Ipouroo of the Greeks ; 
the Quidfaciam of the Romans; and in some not the 
least admired effusions of our own divinest Shakspejpre 
holds a conspicuous place. The Philosopher has often 
bi^ken out into a similar expression while demonstrating 
some hidden problem, or unravelling the secrets of nature ; 
aild^ as often has it come to the aid of the dismayed 
6ountrytinian, as, with one hand employed in scratching 
his h^td,tod the other in collecting the fragments of the 
broken milk-jug, he planned the best mod^ of avoidingthe 
anger and broom-stick of Betty the housemaid. As my 
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t 



thoughts were hurrying thus rapidly on, my feet wi^re not 
slow in accompanying them, and I had ntiade some progress 
in the Park, when, to my amazement, Ilieard the identical 
subject of my meditations uttered in the deepest tones d 
distress ; I mechanically turned to the sound, and beheld 
a tattered aged figure, in the habiliments of a soldier, 
hanging in silent agony over a poor dog, .which, after 
having apparently been the faithful companion of bis 
wanderings, now lay dead at his" feet ; his long grey 
locks floated in the cold air, and, as he dropped me tear 
oi afiection over liis lost favourite, the ola man'^s coun- 
tenance, expressive of despair, and at the same time at- 
tempted resignation, touched me as feeUngly as Lady 
Emily''s smile. I slid gently up to the aged veteran, ana 
slipped some money into his hand ; he at first stared at 
me and my offering with a senseless gaze, like a person 
just recovering from the effects of some horrible dreani ! 
his eye then glanced upon his poor dog, and, as he re- 
callea his scattered thoughts, the hectic of a moment 
passed over his furrowed cheek, and a tear stood tremb- 
ling in his eye ; he indignantly brushed it off, and, 
looking steadfastly at me, attempted to speak, but it waS 
in vain ; the words died away in his throat, and he 
covered his face with his hand. There was no need of 
thanks, no need of words ; that single look was suffi- 
cient ; it was as precious to me then as the sweetest 
smile that ever played over the cheek of beauty. Oh ! 
ye thoughtless sons of luxury, ye would give the 
choicest pleasures of art to be able to enjoy the thrill of 
delight that single silent look bore with it to my soul :. it 
spoke volumes ; and, in my idea, said as feelingly as the 
old man could have ever wished, " What shall I do to 
requite you ? '^ I turned away from the affecting scene, 
and hurrying rapidly on, endeavoured, by thq swiftness 
of my motions, to avoid too open a display of the in- 
describable feelings that succeeded one another in the 
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lastery of my whole bosom ; but in my haste, stumbling 
ver something in the road, and, on casting my eyes 
lownwards, * finding them to be a little boy's playthings, 
. set about repairing my error ; and upon looking out 
lor the Uttle fellow, found him by my side, standing in 
i most ludicrous attitude of rage, and the look which he 
Greeted at the dispersed objects of his amusement was 
unply expressive of" What shall I do to revenge myself?^ 
Ihe contrast between this and my former adventure was 
too striking to be unobserved. " Here are two circum- 
Jtances immediately to corroborate my observations,*" was 
my remark as I walked more slowly onwards, " and a 
bundred more would perhaps occur in the space of an 
bour : these go well to prove how often those four ex- 
pressive monosyllables are everywhere uttered,^ conti- 
nued I, resuming the broken thread of my observations. 
" Sir Felix Patient, while yielding to the overwhelming 
tenant of her Ladyship^s tongue, stretches out his legs, 
good easy man, before the parlour fire, and, as his, dirty 
shoes afford new subjects for his cara sposa^s eloquence, 
solaces himself with the conciUating ^ JLord, Lord ! my 
dear, what shall I do to please you ?' The County 
Hmiber, while lowering his purse-proud haughtiness to 
the apron of some greasy rogue, often owes his vote to 
the overpowering ' What shall I do for your son Samuel, 
or that httle chubby-faced darling, Sally ?' Amidst, 
too, the transactions of our own miniature world, to 
enumerate the various. repetitions of these four words 
would bid defiance to the calculatinsc powers of a Burton. 

It Ml Or , , 

now often has some unhappy youngster, runmng m 
breathless, and finding himself too late for school, deli- 
berated at the door, whether he should trust his fate to 
the Master^s clemency, or return, with a sick head-ache, 
to his Dame's; how ofteji has he then appealed, with 
tears in his eyes, to some companion, in the. emphatical, 
impressive, much-meaning * What shall I do?' Thou 
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thyself, Charles, hast often been inclined to try the (ant 
of these monosyllables amid the various jeopardieiii 
which you have been involved, by love, or a romaatk 
disposition.*" Little did I at this moment suspect thatAe 
Fates were preparing a new jeopardy for nie ; but im- 
fortimately the hour had already arrived which attnM^ 
all the butterflies of fashion into the Park, dnd in die 
midst of my cogitations I found myself crossing the ride, 
and there appeared, within a few yards of me, a horse- 
man advancing at a most tremendous rate, and to all 
appearance one of those hair-brained gentleman that pay 
very little regard to humble foot-passengers, though even 
of the Honourable Charles Bellamy's rank : as I wheeled 
round on my retreat, to my utter dismay, a moving 
phalanx of carriages appeared in the rear, blocking up 
my escape. My only outlet lay through a part of the 
road, from which, as I perceived the mud with which 
it was environed, I turned with horror ; but what was 
to be done ? carriages approaching one way, — my fneoi 
on his bit of blood splashmg and dashing at a devil of a 
rate on the other, like Obadiah on his coach-horse; I 
was in almost as bad a predicament as Dr. Slop : — " Hea- 
venly Trivia ! **' I exclaimed, " what shall I do?*" and I 
was on the point of forcing a passage through the afcfre* 
said palisade of mud which had been scraped up with 
most officious industry, when a well-known vcrice arrested 
my progress with " Well, Charles, have you been lookmg 
for the Abbot in the Park ?'' I looked up ; it was Lady 
Emily's carriage that had been my opponent that way, 
and she was negligently leaning with her well-turned 
arm over the door. For the first time I recollected my 
promise, and the Novel, and immediately began stam- 
mering out a list of excuses, but I was evidently at a 
loss ; I felt myself q^ite entitled to say, f * What snaD I 
do ?'' — " Any thing but stand staring there, with such 
a beautiful creature before you,^ repUcd Youth and Love. 
I thought the reproof just; fortunately her old imcle, 
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companion of her ride, had just been summoned 
in a moment the door was opened, and I offered 
ovely cousin the services of a paodtent willing to 
ae in every way for his forgetfuhiess. It was ac- 
ted ; and, pardon me, gentle Reader, if, while she 
nounced my forgiveness, another of Lady Emily'^s 
dtching smiles totally banished from my thoughts the 
3llection of " What shall I do ?^ 

C. B. 



LINES TO FLORENCE. 



Long years have pass'd with silent pace, 

Florence ! since thou and I have met; 
Yet — when that meeting I retrace, 

My cheek is pale, my eye is wet ; 
For I was doom'd from thence to rove, 

0*er distant tracts of earth and sea. 
Unaided, Florence ! save by love ; 

And unremember'd — save by thee I 
We met ! and hope beguiled our fears, 

Hope, ever bright, and ever vain ; 
We parted thence in silent tears. 

Never to meet, — in life, — again. 
The myrtle that I gaze upon, 

' Sad token by thy love devised, 
Is all the record left of one 

So long bewail'd,— so dearly, prized. 
You gave it in an hour of grief. 

When gifts of love are doubly dear ; 
You gave it — and one tender leaf 

Glisten'd the while with Beauty's tear. 
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A tear — oh ! lovelier far to me. 

Shed for me in my saddest hour, 
Than bright and flattering smiles could be, 

In courtly hall, or summer bower. 
You strove my anguish to beguife, 

With distant hopes of future weal ; 
You strove ! — alas ! you could not smile, 

Nor speak the hope you did not feel. 
I bore the gift Affection gave. 

O'er desert sand and thorny brake, 
O'er rugged rock and stormy wave, 

I loved it £br fl\e giver*s sake ; 
And often in my happiest day, 

In scenes of bliss and hours of pride, 
When all around was glad and gay, 

I look*d upon the gift — and sigh'd : 
And when on ocean, or on clift. 

Forth strode the Spirit of the Storm, 
I gazed upon thy fading gift, 

I thought upon. thy ^ding form; 
Forgot the lightning^s vivid dart. 

Forgot the rage of sky and sea. 
Forgot the doom that bade us part, — 

And only lived to love and thee. 
Florence ! thy myrtle blooms ! but thou, 

Beneath thy cold and lowly stone, 
Forgetful of our mutual vow, 

And of a heart — still all thine own. 
Art laid in that unconscious sleep. 

Which he that wail^ thee soon must know, 
Where none may smile, and none may weep, 

None dream of bliss, — or wake to woe. 
If e'er, as Fancy oft will feign. 

To that dear spot which gave thee birth 
Thy fleeting shade returns again. 

To lodk on him thou lovedst on earth, 
It may a moment's joy impart. 

To know that this, thy ^vourite tree. 
Is to my desolated heart 

Almost as dear as thou could'st be.^ 



/ 
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My Florence ! — soon — the thought is sweet ! 

The turf that wraps thee I shall press ; 
Again, my Florence! we shall meet, 

In hiiss — or in forgetfulness* 
With thee in Death's ohlivibn laid, 

I will not have the cypress gloom 
To throw its sickly, sullen shade, 

Over the stillness of my tomh : 
And there the 'scutcheon shall not shine, 

And there the h^inner shall not wave ; 
The treasures of the glittering mine 

Would ill become a lover's grave : 
But when from this abode of strife 

My liberated shade shall roam^ 
Thy myrtle, that has cheer'd my life 

Shall decorate my narrow home : 
And it shall bloom in beauty there, 

Like Florence in her early day ; 
Or, nipp'd by cold December's air. 

Wither — like Hope and thee — away. 



I WAS A BOY. 

IK IMITATION OF WORDSWORTH. 



*" Passhig aweet 



Are the domains of tender Memory."— Wordsworth. 

I WAS a Boy; and She was fair 

As you are when you smile. 
And her voice came forth like the summer air, 

With ^tone that did beguile. 
And her two blue eyes refreshing were 

As two trees on an Indian isle. 



380 THE ETOKL43^ 

Her dancing shape I camv 

But never may forget ; 
The Heart remembers aP 

Sweet Girl ! I see her 
But I was hers by a hob«.. 

In the Soul's deep caTem a^^ 

Ah me ! what blissful rambles then, '^v^ 
Children in childhood's band, 

Had we through many a lonesome glen, 
And many a faery strand ! 

Now these scenes are fading! we busy Men 
Are traTellin^yrom that land. 

A little Shepherdess by birth, ^ 

An Orphan on that plain, 
She drank the beauties of the Earth, 

And never knew of pain — 
But the breezy song of her maiden mirth 

Shall ne'er be heard again. 

Oh ! can it be that She should lie 
In a grave of cold, cold clay, 

Whom I have known as fluttering high 
As a new-bom thrush in May, 

And yet as quiet as the Sky 
In the mom of a summer day ! 

With fairest maidens I have been, 
And they were lovely things. 

When they danced upon yon hidden green, 
Like Fairies in their rings ; 

But a fairer still my heart hath seen . 
In her lone imaginings. 

Nay, Chloris ! 't was a boyish love, 

And desolated soon — 
A longer life hath the woodland dove, 

Longer the rose of June ! 
And now She 's gone, far far above 

Or Sun, or Stars, or Moon! 
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Qdoris ! I 'm thine ; yea, by those eyes, ' 

Sq soft, so brify^* \ swear ! 
Yet loiDP*'- ouffht arise 

^■C-'> ^ough from the skies 






G.M. 



. e is hb CastLe." 



said her Ladyship's footman, with 
tionchalance^ which says " You know I 
at — rCimporte P 
»t at Home,'' I repeated to myself as I sauntered 
e door in a careless fit of abstractedness. " Not 
le !" — ^how universally practised is this falsehood ! 
t various, and what powerful import ! Is there any 
) has not been preserved from annoyance by its 
n? Is there any one who has not rejoiced, or 
, or smiled, or sighed at the sound of '' Not at 
" No ! every body (that is every body who has 
tensions to the title of somebody) acknowledges the 
ind advantages of these three little words. To 
le Lady of Ton is indebted for the undisturbed 
ent of her vapours; — the philosopher for the pre- 
►n of solitude and study; — the spendthrift for the 
of the importunate dun. 

true that the constant use of this sentence savours 
lat of a false French taste, which I hope never to 
rafted upon our true English feeling. But in this 

I. B 



/ 

/ 

/ 

/ 

380 THE ETONlV 

/ 

Her dancing shape I cani^ 

But never may forge^ 
The Heart remembers / 

Sweet Girl ! I see h' 
But I was hers by a ho*. 

In the SouVs deep cavern ». 

Ah me ! what bh'ssful rambles then, 
Children in childhood's band, 

Had we through many a lonesome glen, 
And many a faery strand ! 

Now these scenes are fading! we busy Men 
Are travelling/rom that land. 

A little Shepherdess by birth, * 

An Orphan on that plain. 
She drank the beauties of the Earth, 

And never knew of pain- 
But the breezy song of her maiden mirth 

Shall ne'er be heard again. 

Oh ! can it be that She should lie 
In a grave of cold, cold clay. 

Whom I have known as fluttering high 
As a new-born thrush in May, 

And yet as quiet as the Sky 
In the morn of a summer day ! 

With fairest maidens I have been, 
And they were lovely things. 

When they danced upon yon hidden green, 
Like Fairies in their rings ; 

But a fairer still my heart hath seen . 
In her lone imaginings. 

Nay, Chloris ! 't was a boyish love. 

And desolated soon — 
A longer life hath the woodland dove, 

Longer the rose of June ! 
And now She 's gone, far far above 

Or SuQ, or Stars, or Moon! 
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Chloris ! I 'm thine ; yea, by those eyes, ^ 

So soft, so bright, 1 swear I 
Yet sometimes will a thought arise 

Of One that was as fair ; 
Yea, my heart is thine, though from the skies 

An Angel visit there* 

G.M. 



NOT AT HOME. 

'* An Englishman's House is his Castle/' 

" Not at Home,'^ said her Ladyship^s footman, with 
le usual air of nonchalance^ which says " You know I 
n lying, but — fi'importe !^ 

" Not at Home,'' I repeated to myself as I sauntered 
om the door in a careless fit of abstractedness. " Not 
Home I'" — ^how universally practised is this falsehood ! 
f what various, and what powerful import ! Is there any 
le who has not been preserved from annoyance by its 
loption? Is there any one who has not Rejoiced, or 
ieved, or smiled, or sighed at the sound of " Not at 
ome ?^ No! every body (that is every body who has 
Y pretensions to the title of somebody) acknowledges the 
lity and advantages of these three little words. To 
nn the Lady of Ton is indebted for the undisturbed 
oyment of her vapours; — the philosopher for the pre- 
vation of solitude and study; — the spendthrift for the 
>ulse of the importunate dun. 

It is true that the constant use of this sentence savours 
laewhat of a false French taste, which I hope never to 
i engrafted upon our true English feeling. But in this 

^OL. I. B 
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particular who wiU not excuse this imitatioii of our re- 
fined neighbours? Who will so far sive up the enTijdde 
privilege of making his house his castle, as to throw aps^ 
the gates upon the first summons of inquisitiYe imperti- 
nence or fashionable intrusion? The *^ 'monmie calb"* 
of the Dun and the Dandy, the Belle and the BaiEf, 
the Poet and the Petitioner, appear to us a species of 
open hostility earned on agmnst our cofrnfort and tran- 
quillity; and, as all stratagems are fair in war, we find 
no fault with the ingenious device which fortifies us 
against these insidious attacks. 

While I was engaged in this mental soliloquy, a car- 
riage drove up to Lady Mortimer^s door, and a footman 
in a most appallingly splendid livery roused me from a 
reverie by a uiundenng knock. ^^ Not at Home V^ was the 
result of the application. Half-a-dozen cards were thrust 
from the window; and, after due inquiries after her 
Lady^p^s cold, and her Ladyship^s husband^s cold, and 
her Ladyship^s lap dc^^s cold, the carriage resumed itf 
course, and so did my co^tations. ^^ What,^ said I to 
myself, ^^ would have been the visitor'^s perplexity, if 
this brief formula were not in use ?^ She -must have got 
out of her carriage; an exerticm which would ill aoowd 
with the vis inertia^ (excuse Latin in a schodboy) of s 
Lady : or she must have given up her intention of leaving 
her card at adozen houses to which she is now hastening, or 
she must have gone to dinner even later Xb^nfaJiUmalik 
punctuality requires! Equally annoying would the visit 
have proved to the Lady of the house. She mi^t have 
been obliged to throw ^' The Abbot^ into the drawer, or 
to call the children from the nursery. Is she tadtun? 
She might have been compelled to converse. Is she talk- 
ative .^ She might have been compelled to hold her 



* Every one knows the graditions of tis, risity'aDd Tisitatkii; ^ 
mertucy therefore, signifies an idle visit. 
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tongue : c»*, in all probability, she sees her friends to- 
night; and it would be hard indeed if she were not 
alfowed to be " Not at Home^ till ten at night, when 
from thiit time she must be " at Home^ till three in the 
morning. 

A knock a^dn recalled me from my abstraction. Upon 
looking up, I perceived an interesting youth' listemng 
with evident mortification to the " Not at Home^ of the 
Porter. *^ Not at Home !^ he muttered to himself, as he 
retired. '^ What am I to think ? She has deiued her- 
self these three days l"" and, with a most loverlike sigh, 
he passed on his way. Here again, what an invaluable 
talisman was found m " Not at Home !*" The idol of his 
affections was perhaps at that moment receiving the in- 
cense of adoration from another, possibly a more favoured 
votary : perhaps she was balancing, in tne solitude of her 
boud<nr, between the Vicar's band and the Captain's epau- 
lettes ; or weighing the merits of Gout with a r lum, on the 
one side, against those of Love with a Shilling, on the 
other. Or, possibly, she was sitting unprepared for con- 
quest, unadorned by cosmetic aid, wrapt up in dreams of 
to-night's assembly ; where her face will owe the evening's 
unexpected triumph to the assistance of the morning's 
« Not at Home." 

Another knock ! — Another " Not at Home ! " A fat 
tradesman, with all the terrors of authorized impertinence 
written le^bly on his forehead, was combating with per- 
tinadous resolution the denial of a valet. " The Cap- 
tain's not at Home," said the servant ; " I saw him at the 
window," cried the other. " / carCt kelp that^ resumed 
the laced Cerberus, " he's not at Home." 

The foe was not easily repulsed, and seemed disposed 
to storm. I was in no httle fear for the security of " the 
Castle" but the siege was finally raised. The enemy re- 
treated, sending forth from his half-closed teeth many 
threats, intermingled with frequent mention of a powerful 
ally in the person of Lawyer Shark. " Here," said I, 

R 2 
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resuming my meditations, " here is another instance of 
the utility of my theme. Without it, the noble spirit of 
this disciple of Mars Foidd have been torn away from 
reflections on twenty-pounders by a demand for twenty 

founds ; from his pride in the Kings's Conunission, by 
is dread of the Emg'^s Bench. Perhaps he is at this 
moment entranced in dreams of charges of horse and foot I 
He might have been roused by a charge for boots and 
shoes. In fancy he is at the head of serried columns ot 
warriors ! His eyes might have been opened iipon 
columns of shillings and pence. In fancy he is disposing 
of crowns! Horrible thought! he might have been 
awakened to the recollection that he has not half-a^rown 
in the world .?^'*^ 

I had now reached the door of a friend, whom, to say 
the truth, I designed to dun for an article. Conaing in 
the capacity of a dun, I ought not to have been surprised 
that I experienced a dun's reception. Nevertheless, I 
was a little nettled at the " Not at Home^ of my old 
friend. " What,^ said I, recurring to my former ideas, 
*^ what can be Harry's occupation that he is thus inacces- 
sible.? Is he making love,, or making verses R. Studjring 
Euclid or the Sporting Magazine ? Meditating on the 
trial of the Queen last October, or the trial for King's next 
July?"— For surely no light cause should induce one 
Etonian to be " Not at Home" to another. 

As is usual with persons in my situation, who are more 
accustomed to speculate upon trifles, from which no fixed 
principle can be deduced, I negatived the theory <rf one 
moment by the practice of the next. For, having returned 
from my perambulations, I seated myself in my study, 
Avith pen, ink, and a sheet of foolscap before me ; and, 
finding myself once more " at Home," enjoined the ser- 
vant to remember that I was " Not at Home" for the rest 
of the day. . — 

P.C. 
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ON SILENT SORROW. 

STORY OF MARY FITZROY. 

" No words suffice the secret soul to show, 
For truth denies all eloquence to woe." — Byron. 

As on the one hand there is nothing so conteniptible 
IS the grief which exhausts itself in peevish and una- 
'ailing complaints, so, on the other, there is no spectacle 
« beautiful as that of a noble and virtuous mind, en- 
luring in silence the mischances of a frail world,' and 
he oppressions of an unforeseen destiny. This quiet 
najesty of sorrow, which hides the pang it cannot sup- 
>ress, and would fain appear to hope and to be com- 
'orted, where hope and comfort are not, in men attracts 
mr wonder and our admiration : in women it seldom 
!ails of exciting a tenderer feeling. When man lifts 
limself up against the injustice of the oppressor, and 
iisdains to complain of wrongs, to which he would not 
3e thought sensible, he presents to us the image of a 
rock unbroken by the violence of a rude torrent ; but 
wYien Woman, lovely Woman, sustains, meekly BiA si- 
ently, a weight of affliction, under which a firmer heart 
night bow, we look upon her as upon a tender and a 
cherished flower drooping in solitude ; unseen save by 
few ; but by those few deeply and sincerely regretted, 

Mary Fitzroy, to whom poor Morton was so unfor- 
tunately attached, affords an interesting example of the 
foregoing remarks. A long and intimate acquaintance 
had existed between my Parents and those of the Lady; 
and, notwithstanding the rapidity with which boyish im- 
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pressions are said to wear off, I have at this moment zs 
perfect a recollection of Mary Fitzroy at fourteen, as 
if she were still before me in the bright days of her 
youth. At that age she was the life and soul of our 
innocent amusements : her Uvely voice was the sweetest 
in the song; her fairy step was tne lightest in the dance; 
and her union of native sense with foreign naivete threw 
over her conversation a veil of ori^nality which frequently 
was, and more frequently was supposed to be, wit It 
was not to be wondered at that a young man, possessed, 
like Edward, of an imagination enraptured with all that 
was beautiful, and a heart captivated by all that.was 
virtuous, was not insensible to these attractions. Yet 
Love did not so far blind him, but that he saw, even at 
the commencement of this fatal passion, its probable re- 
sult. Often have I heard him describe thie struggles he 
made to free himself from this mental fascination. But 
they were as fruitless as they were painful : even when 
he nad succeeded in persuading himself that his thoughts 
were engaged upon other pursuits, there was still an 
idea of beauty lurking about his heart which always 
wore the form of Mary Fitzroy. The struggles of duty 
gradually ceased, and he gave himself up to the impulse 
which his reason was unable to subdue. 

Miss Fitzroy was married to LordRuthven very early 
in life ; his Lordship was possessed of a noble figure, a 
large fortune, and considerable talents ; his young bride 
was deeply — devotedly attached to him : and the super- 
ficial observer could see nothing Ukely to interrupt the 
]iappiness of either. Those, however, who were inti- 
mately acquainted with the character of Lord Ruthven, 
doubted and feared in silence. There was about him a 
distant reserve, which to some bore the appearance of 
hauteur^ to others that of a desire of concealment ; but 
whatever form it took, it seemed little calculated to re- 
|>ay the confidence or preserve the affection of a young 
and amiable female. 
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The elder sister of the lady was more open in her dis- 
like of the match. She had been married some time ber 
fore to an eminent medical gentleman, and it was from 
the knowledge of some transactions between her husband 
and Lord Ruthven that she thou^t her sister^s happi- 
ness would sufPer by this union. Her apprehensions 
however were disregarded ; and, in kindness, she ceased 
to express them when she found that they were of no 
avail. Mrs. Mervyn parted from lier sister with a regret 
which she vainly endeavoured to conceal. 

The marriage took place; and Mary was, or appeared 
to be, completely happy. She looked up to her husband 
as to a superior being ; she dwelt upon his talents, his 
virtues, with an enthusiasm which seemed little short of 
adoration. Wbaterer transient f&eling of anxi^y had 
been excited by the fears or remonstrances of her 
friends, it had been replaced by confidence and tranquil- 
lity. Every idea that could vex, every circumstance 
that could alarm, was dismissed and forgotten ; nothing 
interrupted the smiles and gladness of that hour.^ — Alas ! 
many a day has risen iu serenity and set in storm ! 

As for Morton, he bore the shock with a calmness 
which suinprised every one but those who had had oppor- 
tunities of studying his character. A superficial acquaint 
. tanee would see in Edward Morton an ima^nation easily 
heated, a temper irritable to excess; but his nearer 
friends knew that the warmth of that imagination, the 
irasdbiUty of that temper, had been lon^ discipUned and 
subdued by a sober sense of religion, which is too rarely 
found in Youth. The love he felt was not that of romance, 
which shows itself in violence of feeling and fury of ex- 

Eresaon ; but that of real life, whose melancholy is deep 
ut silent. His was not the religion of a poet, which is 
merely used, as the structure of his work requires, and 
is thrown aside when no longer necessary ; — it was the 
religion of a Christian, which " hopeth all things — e;i- 
dureth all things.*^ 
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*tl am not disappointed,^ he said to me shortly after 
the marriage, ^^ for I can hardly be said to feel disap- 
pointment where hope never exist^. Nevertheless, I do 
feel that I have lost the one vision of pleasure which 
I have loved and doated on ; the one faint idea of hap- 
piness to which I have clung so fondly and so despair- 
mgly. The wave of my destiny was rough, but mere 
was one beautiful bark riding over its surface; — the 
wilderness I had to traverse was long and dreary, hut 
one tender flower was blooming by the way^side ; — the 
night in which I wandered was dark, but one loTely 
dream almost made that darkness dear to me!— 4Dd 
now ! — that bark is wrecked I — that flower is faded !— 
that dream hath vanished ! I know that all things are 
ordered rightly ; but the religion which forbids us to re- 
pine, does not iJso forbid us to weep ! '" 

This bitter sense of utter hopelessness did not how- 
ever prevent him from performing those duties which he 
owed to himself, to his friends, and to his Maker. He 
applied h'miself with increa^g assiduity to the Law, the 
profession which his parents had chosen for him; and, 
by constant employment, endeavoured, if not to banish 
affection, at least to smother remembrance. In the few 
hours which he gave to relaxation, he ^ed frcm the 
soUtude which nourished his sadness, to the haunts of 
gaiety and amusement. His conversation was again m- 
Uvened by anecdote ; his manners resumed thdr former 
suavity ; and many who were entertained by his talents, 
or flattered by his attention, perceived not the blow 
which he had received, and the dejection which he could 
not shake off. But there was a settled melancholy on 
his features, wl^ich to me spoke volumes. It was ob- 
seivable too, that his future prospects, which he had in 
happier days dwelt upon with pride and enthusiasm, 
were now seldom mentioned by hun, and when mention- 
ed, were alluded to in a reckless manner, which seemed 
to express, " the days 1 Vvwe on \1n\^ e»a:tl\ are few! why 
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should I take care for the morrow ?^ His efforts were 
undiminished, and his resignation was undisturbed ; but 
his efforts were without ambition, and his resignation 
was without hope ! 

Suddenly the pubhc attention was roused by a sepa- 
ration between Lord Ruthven and his Lady. Few 
things could have produced a greater surprise in the 
fashionable world. They had been always looked upon 
•as models of conjugal attachment ; nothing had ever ap^ 
peared to throw the slightest gloom over their happiness. 
The manners of Lord Ruthven had been since nis mar^ 
riage unchanged ; — or, if any alteration had taken place, 
they were rather more courteous than before. The live- 
liness of Mary Fitzroy was not diminished in Lady 
Ruthven. Now, however, that a separation had taken 
place, a hundred little circumstances, trifling in them- 
selves, but interesting when considered in relation with 
the event which followed, were recounted. It was recol- 
lected that when Lady Ruthven dromied jier fan, her 
husband looked down, but made no offer to stoop for it, 
and that Lady Ruthven blushed as it was presented to 
her by a stranger. It was remarked, that although at 
evening parties, and in places of pubUc amusement. 
Lady Ruthven was always seen leaning on her husband^s 
arm, a casual visitor had seldom found them seated in 
privacy together. One gentleman remembered to have, 
called one morning when Lord Ruthven^s manner was 
unusually repulsive, and the spirits of his Lady unusu- 
ally depressed. She was pale and feverish, and upon 
his remarking that she appeared unwell. Lord Ruthven 
frowned at the observation, and the Lady trembled, as 
she turned the conversation to another subject. Such 
circumstances as these afforded topics of discussion to 
the high circles ; but all endeavours to discover the im^ 
mediate cause of their separation were fruitless; the mys- 
tery was inexphcable. 

No clue was to be derived from the behavioMY at ^^Vv^?t 

r5 
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of the parties. The cold austerity <^ Lord Ruthven's 
demeanour did not invite question, and the heart of Lad^ 
Ruthven suffered, but her lips never complained. Na- 
ther by word nor action did she betray that she thou^t 
herself wronfi;ed, or oppressed. By her husband'^s friends 
she was darkly accusea of petulance, of affectation, of 
coquetry : such insinuations as these ehe bore patienidy, 
and "weightier charges even M^ did not dare to drcukte. 
It was an interesting sight to look upon a beautiful wo- 
man, who had now just attained that age at which other 
females mingle in the world and its dissipatMHis with 
, hourly-incre^ing relish, relinquishing without a sigh the 
publicity to whidi her rank and tal^ats were entided; 
burying the fascination of her loveliness and her wrongs 
in unpresuming seclusion; and finally, suffering the 
breath of reproach to taint her own fame, instead of at- 
tempting a defence which might have injured the chap 
racter oi her husband. Under such circumstances the 
frivolous would enjoy the commiseration their misfor- 
tunes would excite, and the revengeful would endeavour 
to iixterest their hearers by narratives olf domestic grier- 
ances, dictated by an animosity alike uiuustifiable and 
disgusting. Lady Ruthven went not to these sources finr 
relief in her affliction : she had a consolation and a sup- 
port of which none but the religious can be sensible. 

She became an inmate of the house of her sister Mrs. 
Mervyn, whose affection did all that care and attention 
could do, for the revival of her spirits. She seefoed to 
be in good health, and joined without reluctance the little 
parties of intimate friends which were occasionally assem- 
bled at the house ; but Dr. Mervyn soon perceived diat 
she concealed in her heart a disease which no medicine 
could alleviate — no assiduity overcome. Its advances 
were slow — but certain ! 

I was present with poor Edward at one of these little 
coteries. It would have been prudence in him to have 
rfecJined an invitaUou vj\vwiv ^xe'^^fet lajosv so severe 
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a shock, but he was bent upon semg her once mor^, 
**and after that,'* he said, " I shall^ — ^he did not con- 
clude the sentence, but his look spoke a}l that he meant 
to express — ^' I ^all die happy .'^'^ His unfortunate 
attachment had hitherto beeix a secret between him and 
me : he promised me that no one should divine it from 
his behaviour that evening, — and he kept>his word. 

Although we arrived early, the greater part of the 
company were there before us. Lady Ruthven was 
sitting with her sister ; and her child, a beautiful girl, 
which already began to remind us of her mother's in« 
fancy, was playing at her knee. Lady Ruthven seemed 
pale and fatigued ; but there was nothing in her features 
br behaviour which showed a consciousness that she was 
the object of general attention. A person unacquainted 
with her history would have observed in her nothing 
remarkable, but ill health without peevishness, and love-» 
hness without affectation. Many of the present party 
came, eager with curiosity or envy, to scrutinize every 
look and criticize every action of a lady whose life had ex^ 
cited so much interest. But she disarmed these inquisi- 
tive tempers by the ease of her demeanour, in which there 
was notning unusual, nothing constrained ; and she di- 
verted from herself our attention, by the perfect careless- 
ness which she evinced to it. The conversation at first 
turned upon general subjects, and Lady Ruthven bore 
her part m it, not'perhaps with the liveliness which was 
hers in better days, but still without any very apparent 
depression. But I observed that her sister stumously 
avoided an allus^ n to any topic which mi^t have recalled 
to her mind her former sufferings ; and if any such allu- 
sion was made, the conversation was carefully, though 
almost imperceptibly, directed into another channel. 
Mrs. Mervyn, however, was by some untoward accident 
callled away for a few minutes ; and a circumstance then 
took place which immediately destroyed the success which 
her aifectionate caution had hitherto obtained. 
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. An old gentleman, who by some strange fatality had 
just returned from abroad, totally unacquainted with 
Lady Ruthven'^s history, had been surprised at the silence 
which had been assiduously observed upon the subject 
of Lord Ruthven, and not aware of any uneasiness which 
could be produced by the words, he said, ** I have not 
seen you. Lady Ruthven, since your wedding-^y ! It 
seems to me cmly yesterday ; — and yet I think two years 
have elapsed !^ — ^Her • cheek grew rather paler as she 
bowed assent. He continued unknowingly to wound 
her feelings : " I do not see Lord Ruthven in tlie com- 

Eany ! I hope he is well r "J believe Frederick," she 
egan, but that familiar name recalled too forcibly ttie 
recollection of other days. She stopped, and blushed 
deeply. Immediately recovering herself, and observing 
the inquisitive glances which were thrown upon her, she 
continued with greater composure, "I believe Lord 
Ruthven is in Paris !" Morton'^s brow was flushed, but 
he said nothing ; the gentleman perceived that he had 
done wrong, and was silent. 

' In the course of the evening some of the young people 
proposed dancing. Lady Ruthven was- asked to join 
them. " I was once very fond of dancing,*" she said, 
" but I now prefer lookmg on ! — ^besides,'' she added, 
^' I am a married woman V* and, in the beautiful snule 
with which she spoke, you might almost read the hap- 
piness of a bride ; but it vanished immediately. How- 
ever, when she found that one was wanting to complete 
the set, she joined the dancers, and went through the 
quadrille yntn elegance, if not with anini^tion. 

VarioiJs subjects were afterwards discussed, and the 
lady again conversed freely, — I had almost said cheer- 
fully. The glow which her face retained from dancing 
'j^e her an appearance of health ; and I heard Mrs. 
Mervyn remark to a friend, that she had not seen her 
»ster so well since her marriage. Her husband whispered 
to me, that appearances were not to be relied upon. At 
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that moment one of the ladies present made some allusion 
to the case of an intimate friend who had recently been 
separated from her husband, and indulged in some very 
bitter reflections on the conduct of the latter ; but imme- 
diately recollecting the similarity of the situation of her 
friend to that of Lady Ruthven, she stopped, and would 
willingly have recalled her expressions. It was now too 
late ; and Lady Ruthven listened and replied with a 
serenity which was astonishing. " In circumstances 
like these," she said, " there is commonly much to be 
repented of by both parties. Youth and inexperience 
are too prone to give and to take offence ; and even the 
calmest tempers are not always proof against the provo- 
cation of a hasty word; especially"" (and she. blushed 
slightly) " where a union is rounded on mutual affection; 
for a strong attachment has always in its composition 
something of jealousy ! Domestic differences generally 
arise from accidents so trivial in themselves, that, how- 
ever wounding they may be to the feelings of the indi- 
viduals concerned, they appear not a little ridiculous 
when published with comments and embeUishments to 
the world. The less that is said of them the better." 
She paused, and looked as if she feared she had said too 
much. " I know of a case," said a low melancholy 
vc4ce, " in which the repentance should be all on one side." 
It was Morton. He was quite abstracted from all con- 
siderations but one, and seemed hardly conscious that he 
had given utterance to his thoughts. Lady Ruthven 
appeared as if she understood not the allusion, and the 
subject was dropped. Every one present, however, 
seemed too much interested to converse with freedom 
on any other, and the company soon after separated. 

" She is more beautiful than ever," said Morton, as 
we left the house. What was the cause of this opinion f 
for the form of Lady Ruthven was too true a witness 
of the p£unful conflict her soul had endured. Her 
cheeks had lost their colour, and her eyes beamed with 
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the light of serenity, but no longer sparkled with the 
rays of youth. Her present attractions were d^ed 
from other sources ; less striking to a transient specta- 
tor ; but less fallacious, and less evanescent. Mortoo 
had been accustomed to admire in Lady Ruthventhe 

Eerpetual animation of her manner,, the constant smi- 
ngness of her countenance, the unceasing brilliancy d 
her wit. But the charm he had this night found in her 
behaviour was greater than these ; it was '* the Beauty 
of Holiness ! '' 

Morton saw her no more. He left this country 
Portly afterwards, being desired to travel for the benefit 
of his health. But his appearance on his departure 
plainly told me that the endeavour would be unavailing. 
" My friends,'** said he, as he left me for the last time, 
" have long flattered themselves that I have been re- 
covering, and I have suffered them to believe so; but 
you and I, my dear Courtenay ! always knew that it 
would come to this.*" 

Since his death a small collection of poems, written by 
him at different periods of his life, has oeen put into my 
hands, which I snail insert, frran. time to time, in " The 
Etonian,'^ with the signature of " E. M.*" 

As for Mary, her health declined gradually, but her 
fortitude continued unimpaired. The amroaches of the 
dissolution to which she looked forwara with more of 
.confidence than of alarm, became rapid and apparent. 
My mother was latterly much with her, and I uius had 
frequent opportunities of observing her tranquillity in 
s(jrrow, ana her efforts to hide the struggles by wnich 
that tranquillity was produced. 

When her illness had come to such a height that ul- 
timate recovery was impossible, it was judged proper 
that she should be maoe acquainted witn her situation. 
Both her parents had died shortly after her marriage, 
and she had few relations to leave behind her, save that 
sister who would not yet persuade herself that there wa« 
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BO hope. The probability of her speedy departure from 
this world was cautiously hinted to her : she received the 
intelligence as a thing which she had expected, and re- 
plied with a smile, ^^ I have been long aware of this, my 
ffood friends ; lonser, perhaps, than you yourselves have 
been ; and I am pleased that you do not so far suspect 
me of weakness as to withhold from me the truth.^ She' 
then desired her child tp be brought to her ; and, taking 
from her bookcase a small Bible, she showed to my mo- 
ther the child^s name written by Lord Ruthven in a 
blank leaf:—-" It was given to the child,^ she said, "by 
her father ;. and I wished to put it into her hand my- 
*self before I left her motherless as well as fatherless.*' 
In that hiterview she instructed the child in a beautifully 
impressive manner in the advantages to be derived fisom 
that book, and the duties which she owed to her father, 
whose ^t it was, and concluded by repeating to he^ 
sister, 

** Wilt thou teach her to say * Father,* 
Though she must that name forego ? " 

This was the only allusion that she was ever heard to 
make to her deserted condition. A few days previous 
to her death she expressed a wish to see her husbfmd 
once more ; and though there was little hope that his 
I^ordship would arrive before her decease, a messenger 
was clespatch^ to request his immediate return. It is 
said, that he was vi8it3ly*and strongly agitated by this 
unaffected summons ; but his behaviour, when, upon his 
arrival, he found that she had expired a few hours be- 
fore, had more the appearance of embarrassment than of 
emotion. 

When her death was only a few hours distant. Dr. 
Mervyn aiid another medical attendant supposed, that 
she had fallen into that state of insensibility which fre- 
quently is the immediate forerunner of death, and were 
expressing their pity for her misfortunes, and their de- 
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testation of Lord Ruthven'^s character, in the most un- 
equivocal terms. But her reason was still ^rmerthan 
they imagined. "Gentlemen,*" she said, with greater 
energy than she had exerted for many weeks, "your 
good sense should tell you that these observations must 
not be made in the presence of Lady Ruthven.'' 

She left a letter to my mother, which she had origi- 
nally signed " Mary Fitzroy,'' but she had corrected it 
to " Mary Ruthven,*" as if afr^ud of showing resentment 
in death. Soon after writing it she breathed her last in 
the arms of her sister. 

I know not whether this plain unvarnished tale is 
Kkely to interest the majority of my readers. But for 
myself, who have been an eye-witness of the suflerings I 
relate, (and Grod only knows how deep and how unme- 
rited those sufferings were) I am sure tnat I shall seldom 
reflect without a tear upon the story of Mary Fitzrov. 



REMINISCENCES OF MY YOUTH. * 

NO. I. . 

** There 's jiot a joy the world can give, like that it takes awaj, 
When the glow of early thought declines in lying's duU decay." 

Byron. 

THE VILLAGE SCHOOLMISTRESS — THE VICAR ELLEN. 

Scene of my best and brightest years ! 

Scene of my childhood's joys and fears ! 

Again I gaze on thee at last; 

And dreams of the forgotten past, 

Robed in the visionary hues 

That Memoty ftmgs on «\\ %>»» Vvt?«%^ 
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Come fleeting o'er me ! — I could look 
Unwearied on this babbling brook, 
And lie beneath this aged oak, 
And listen to its raven's croak, 
And bound upon my native plain, 
Till Fancy made me Boy again ! — 
I could forget the pain and strife 
Of Manhood's dark deceitful life ; 
I could forget the ceaseless toil, 
The hum of cities, and the coil 
That Interest flings upon our hearts. 
As Candour's faded glow departs ; 
I could forget whatever care 
It has been mine to see or share, 
And be as playful and as wild 
As when— a dear and wayward child — 
I dwelt upon this fairy spot, . , 
All reckless of a bitterer lot. 
Then Glee was high, and on my tongue 
The happy laugh of Folly hung, 
And Innocence look'd bright on Youth, 
And all was bliss, and all was truth. 

There is no change upon the scene. 
My native plain is gaily green, 
Yon oak still braves the wintry air. 
The raven is npt silent there; 
Beneath my foot the simple rill 
Flows on in noisy wildness still. > 
Nature hath sufler'd no decay ; 
Her lordly children! where are 'they ? 
Friends of my pure and sinless age. 
The good, the jocund, and the sage; 
Gone is the light your kindness shed. 
In silence have ye changed or fled; 
Ye and your dwellings ! — ^yet I hear 
Your well-known voices in mine ear. 
And see your faces beaming round, 
Like magic shades on haunted ground. 
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Hark ! as they murmur down the dell, 
A lingering tide those voices tell ; 
And while they flit in vacant air 
A beauteous smile those &ce8 wear. 
Alas ! I turn my dreaming eyes, 
The lovely vision fades and flies ; 

The tale is don< 

The smile is gon< 
I am a stranger, — ^and alone. 

Within yon humble cottage, where 
The fragrant woodbine scents the air, 
And the neat door looks fiur to view. 
Seen through its leafy avenue. 
The Matron of the Village School 
Maintain'd her ancient state and rule. 
The dame was ligidaiui severci - 
With much to love, but more to fear ; 
She was my nurse in infancy ; 
And as I sat upon her knee, 
And listen'd to her stories, told 
In dialect of Doric mould. 
While wonders still on wonders grew, 
I marveird if the tale were true ; 
And all she said of valorous knight, 
And beauteous dame, and love, and fight, 
Enchanter fierce, and goblin sly. 
My childhood heard right greedily. 
At last the wand of magic broke. 
The tale was ended : and she spoke 
Of learning's everlasting well, ' 
And said " I ought to learn to spdl ;" 
And then she talk'd of sound and sense; 
Of verbs and adverbs, mpod and tense ; 
And then she would with care disclose 
The treasured Primer's letter'd rows ; 
Whereat my froward rage spoke out, 
In cry and passion, frown and pout. 
And with a sad and loathing look, 
I shrunk from that enchanted book. 
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Oh ! sweet were those untutor'd years, 
Their joys and pains, their hopes and fears ; 
There was a freshness in them all 
Which we may taste, hut not recall. 
No ! — Man must never more enjoy 
The dioughts, the passions of the boy, 
The aspirations high and bold. 
Unseen, unguided, uncontroll'd; 
The first ambition, and the pride 
That youthful bosoms feel and hide ; 
The longings after manhood's sun. 
Which end in clouds as mine have done. 

In yonder neat abode, withdrawn 
From strangers by its humble lawn. 
Which the neat shrubbery enshrouds 
From scrutiny of passing crowds, 
The Pastor of the village dwelt : 
To him with clst^ping hands I knelt, 
When first he taught my lips to pray, 
My steps to walk in virtue's way. 
My heart to honour and to love 
The God that ruleth from above. 
He was a man of sorrows ; — Care 
Was seated on his hoary hair. 
His cheek was colourless ; his brow 
Was furrow'd o'er, as mine is now ; 
His earliest youth had fled in tears, 
And grief was on his closing years. 
But still he met, with soul resigned, . 
The day of mourning ; and his mind. 
Beneath its load of woe and pain. 
Might deeply feel, but not complain ; 
And Virtue o'er his forehead's snows 
Had thrown an air of meek repose. 
More lovely than the hues that streak 
The bloom of childhood's laughing cheek ; 
It seem'd to tell the holy rest ^ 
That will not leave the righteous breast. 
The trust in One that died to save. 
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The hope that looks heyond the grave, 
The calm of unpretending worth. 
The hliss — that is not of the earth. 
And he would smile ; hut in his smile 
Sadness would seem to lurk the while ; 
Child as I was, I could not hear 
To look upon that placid air ; 
I felt the tear-drop in mine eye, 
And wish'd to weep, and knew not why. 

He had one daughter. — Many years 
Have fleeted o'er me, since my tears 
Fell on that form of quiet grace, 
That humhle brow, and beauteous face. 
She parted from this world of ill 
When I was yet a child : but still. 
Until my heart shall cease to beat. 
That countenance so mildly sweet, 
That kind blue eye and golden hair. 
Eternally are graven there. 
I see her still, as when she stood 
In the ripel>loom of womanhood ; 
Yet deigning, where I led, to stray. 
And mingle in my childhood's play ; 
Or sought my Father's dwelling-place. 
And clasp'd me in her fond embrace ; 
A friend — when I had none beside ; 
A mother — when my Mother died. 

Poor Ellen f she is now forgot 
Upon the hearths of this dear spot ; 
And they, to whom her bounty came. 
They, who would dwell upon her name 
With raptured voice, as if they found 
Hope, comfort, riches, in the sound, 
Have ceased to ^hink how Ellen fled — 
Why should they sorrow for the dead ? 
Perhaps, around the festive board, 
Some aged chroniclers record 
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Her hopes, her tirtues, and her tomb ; 
And then a sudden, silent gloom 
Creeps on the lips that smiled before, 
And jest is still, and mirth is o'er. 
She was so beauteous in her dress 
Of unaffected loveliness, 
So bright, and so beneficent. 
That you might deem some fairy sent 
To hush the helpless orphan's fears, 
And dry the widow's gushing tears. 
She moved in beauty, like the star 
That shed its lustre from afar, 
To tell the wisest on the earth 
The tidings of a Saviour's birth ; 
So pure, so cheering was her ray — 
So quickly did it die away ! 

There came a dark infectious pest, 
To break the hamlet's tranquil rest ; 
It came — it breathed on Ellen's face ; 
And so she went to Death's embrace, 
A blooming and a sinless bride, — 
And how I knew not — but she died. 

I was the inmate of her home, 
And knew not why she did not come 
To cheer my melancholy mood ; 
Her father wept in solitude ; 
The servants wore a look of woe. 
Their steps were soft, their whispers low ; 
And when I ask'd them why they sigh'd. 
They shook their heads, and turn'd aside. 

I entered that forbidden room ! 
All things were still ! -—a deathlike gloom 
Stole on me, as I saw her lie 
In her white vest of purity. 
She seem*d to smile ! her lips were wet, 
The bloom was on her features yet : 
I looked ! — at first I thought she slept — 



382 THE ETONIAN. 

But when her accents did not bless — 
And when her arms did not caress — 
And when I mark'd her quiet air, 
And saw that soul was wanting there, 
I sat me on the ground, and wept !' 

P.M. W. 
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OR, DROPS OF DERWE NT WATER. 

NO. I. 
SOKKIT ON THE STATE OF SPAIN IK APRIL, 1820. 

I SAT, and bask'd me in the noontide sun. 
By Derwent*s lovely water ; bright he shone, 
The sun shone bright, but ever and anon 
Athwart his chariot's golden track did run 
Light fleeting clouds, then fled, as if to shun 
TK insulted Monarch's ire : the first scarce gone. 
Sunward their brother clouds came trooping on. 
Like metaphysic fancies, one by one 
Crossing the x;lear orb of my mind. In Spain 
Thus civil strife to foreign war succeeds, 
And each extinguished feud its fellow breeds ; 
So Fate hath order'd, that in endless chain 
Effects from cause shall flow : but what will be 
The end of this, no mortal can foresee. 

W.W. 

Rydal Mount. 
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MARTIN STERLING ON PRINCIPLE. 

** Non, 81 quid turbida Roma 
Elevet, accedas : examenre improbum in illi 
Castiges trutini : nee te qtusHveris extra** 

PEks. 

*HE observation of the Roman Satirist, which we 
3 placed at the head of our Essay, may, with many 
T passages of the Uke nature, be look^ upon not 
in a moral than in a literkry point of view. The 
t is reprobating the conduct of those who form their 
don of letters, not from the suggestions of their own 
wledge, but from the sentiments which they hear ex* 
ised around them ; who find fault with unpopular 
ks, merely because they are unpopular ; and chime 
vith the taste of the day, merely because it is the 
e of the day. The b^utifiil though somewhat 
ed metaphor, with which the passage concludes, 
ngly expresses the contempt which the author feels 
those, who, receiving from the mouths of others the 
lion which they ought to ground upon their own 
rment, do, as it were, look abroad for themselves. 
ir much more contemptible, and, alas ! how much 
e dangerous, is this system of compliance with the 

of the world, when it requires, not merely a sacrifice 
eeling or sound taste in criticism, but a dereliction of 
iciple or a neglect of religion. Yet we are so blind 
he truths which are perpetually before our eyes, that 
n we find a person ready to confirm with his obe>- 
it ** Yes," the opinions of whoever may have been 

last speaker on literary tcmics, we sneer at such a 
ding spirit of servility ; while, on the other hand, 
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when we meet with the sycophant who is accustomed to 
square his ideas of morality according to the sentiments 
^ of the companion of the moment, such a character, so 
lost to all semblance of freedom and of self-respect, is too 
frequently passed oyer without censure, and without 
disgust. 

Among the minor foibles of young men there are few 
for which we entertain a greater contempt than a need- 
less affectation of singularity. However absurd the 
manners of the world may be, still, provided they are 
only manners^ we would rather see a young man comply 
assiduously with them, than deviate assiduously ttm 
them. Were we to visit Muscovy we would endeavour 
to eat caviere ; and were we to reside in Holland we 
would certainly study High-Dutch. But a broad line 
of distinction must be drawn between manners and 
morals. The flexibility which is advisable, or rather 
necessary, in the one case, is in the highest degree lept^ 
hensible in the other; and the unbending disposition, 
which is ridiculous and displeasing when it only influ- 
ences our manners, deserves the highest commendation 
when it acts as the safeguard of our morals. 

The way in which we are about to apply these ob- 
servations, will not, we hope, induce our schoolfellows 
to suppose that we affect any undue superiority over 
them — ^any self-assumed censorship with respect to tHeir 
pleasures and pursuits; still we trust they will not be 
offended with us for being sometimes serious, nor listen 
less willingly to the friendly suggestions of th^ equals, 
than to the more rigid admonitions of their seniors. 

In a work undertaken solely with a view to their* 
amusement and reputation, far be it from us to impute 
to them any want of principle, or any loose notions upon 
practical religion. But there is another fault, which, 
although it wears at first sight a less dang^ous appear- 
ance, must ultimately tend to the same pernicious efiect 
We allude to that species of false shame which leads us to 
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Odnceal the feelings pf virtue, of which We are really 
sensible ; which disguises the existence of honourable 
sentiments from the apprehension of ridicule ; and puts 
CHI the semblance of vicious habits from a wish fof the 
applause of the unprincipled. When Vice clothes her- 
sell in -the garments of Virtue, she sets an example of 
propriety to all who do not discover the deceit; but 
when Virtue goes abroad bearing the similitude of Vice, 
she betrays her owli cause, and misleads, by the veil 
which she throws over good qualities, too many, wYiq 
cannot perceive the purity which is beneath it. 

These, it is true, are general remarks, and, in common 
with all the plain truths of morality, have occurred to 
the wise in very distant ages. But they are more par- 
ticularly appropriate when addressed to the inmates of a 
public school. There it is too much the fashion to re- 
gulate -conduct rather by the fear of ridicule than by the 
suggestions of honest integrity. It too frequently hap- 
pens, that young men who have been educated with the 
Kost rigid attention to propriety, who have acquired the 
ost correct ideas of nght and wrong, and who would 
feel seriously hurt if the firmness of their belief were 
called in question, are notwithstanding ashamed to ac- 
knowledge that they are religious, and rather choose to 
appear before the world in the chai'acter of wildness and 
extravagance, not to yse a harsher expression. They 
endeavour to persuade themselves, that if in matters of 
serious importance they act in obedience to the dictates 
of conscience; if they take care to commit no great 
crime, to neglect no essential duty ; — it then matters 
little whdt are the external features of their behaviour. 
T!hey think themselves justified in dissembling their vir- 
tue, provided they are not neglectful of its precepts. ^ 

Alas ! this is a fatal mistake ! When we have once 

assumed the semblance of vice, it is difficult to confine 

ourselves to the semblance. Lipentiousness of language 

leads, gradually, but certainly, to irregularity of con* 

VOL. I. s 
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duct ; and thenceforward we have put the stone in mo- 
tion, and we know not how to stop its impetuosity. 

But the pernicious consequences of this mode of con- 
duct are not confined to ourselves. When we scrutinize 
our own hearts, and search there for the motives of our 
actions, we are apt to deceive ourselves, and to rest satis- 
fied with the performance of only half the duty of self- 
examination. We say to ourselves, " have we studied 
the observance of this precept ? have we avoided the 
temptation .to that crime ?^ And it is well if these ques- 
tions are satisfactorily answered. But this is not suffi- 
cient. We have an example to set to those around us; 
we have to prove to them that thie rehgion, which enap 
bled the primitive Christians to brave the tortures of the 
stake and the wheel, is not in us to be shaken by a sneer 
or a sarcasm. We have to show that there is nothing 
beautiful in profaneness, nothing mean in piety; that we 
are not time-servers in religion, nor ashamed oi the Cross 
of our Redeemer. 

The obligation gf a public profession of their senti- 
ments upon this point is more especially incumbent upon 
those, wno, either by rank, or wealth, or any other cir- 
cumstances, are placed in an exalted situation. -The 
peasant naturally looks up to his lord for the model of 
his conduct: the child naturally expects that his parents 
will lead him by the way in which he pu^ht to treleul. If 
we were not apprehensive of an iifiputation of presump- 
tion, we would go on .to recommend this truth to tne 
consideration of the senior members of our little world ; 
but they will no doubt perceive the justness of the appli- 
cation, and be sensible, that although in the indulgence 
of a few trifling follies they may see no harm, so rar. as 
relates to themselves, they ought to pause before they 
take any step which may, in tne smallest degree, influ- 
ence the habits of those who, newly entering upon their 
bourse, watch the path of their predecessor, ana expect 
from him information and support. 

** Maxima debetur puero reverentia?' 
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We have seldom seen the danger of the false shame 
we have been describing more strongly exemplified than 
in the life of Lionel Vernon. It is a melancholy tale, 
md we cannot reflect without pain upon its concluding 
incidents ; but if the reader is weary of the moralizing 
iumour which we have been indulging for a longer time 
Lhan usual, he may not perljaps be unwilling to accom^ 
pany us to something of a more interesting nature. 

Lionel Vernon was the only son of a Clergyman residi- 
ng in Cumberland. It was, perhaps, a fortunate cir« 
inimstance for him that his mother died shortly after his 
i>irth ; for, as she was of an extravagant turn of mind, and 
::arried her fondness for her ofisprmg almost to infatua^ 
don, her untlunking afiection might probably have en^ 
couraged him in that love of show and dissipation which 
the stronger attention of his father was unable entirely 
to subdue. Lionel received an excellent education. As 
might be expected by all who were acquainted with the 
strict character of his father; he was thorouirhly instruct* 
ad in the great principles of religion ; and the eager de. 
ftire which he evinced for distinction and fame was kept 
within proper bounds by the timely admonition, that 
wealth, power, reputation, — whatever this world con- 
tains of glorious and of great,. — are nothing, if they must 
be attained by the sacrifice of a peaceful conscieni^. 
Lionel was a very docile pupil. He had considerable 
genius and penetration, a very retentive memory, and in* 
vincible good-humour. As a child he was perfection 
itself in tne eyes of the inhabitants of the village ; but 
his father had discovered one fault in his character, 
which, like some of the blemishes that show themiselves 
oa the body, might spread its influence very widely, if 
not eradicated in early life. He had such an excessive 
vivacity of spirits, that h^ could not endure to spend one 
minute upon the attentive coni»deration of any sugges- 
tion whicn was offered to him. In ccmsequence otthis 
he was ^ apt (o fall 'm with th^ opinions which others 

s2 
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expressed ; to comply indiscriminately with a]l that ww 
requested of him, and to resign his wishes, or even his 
reason, to the control of his companions, in order to es- 
cape from the necessity of serious reflection. This un- 
reasonable flejcibility of temper was early perceived and 
discouraged by his father ; and if- not altogether cor- 
rected, it was at least partially checked*- 

Having passed through the usual routine of a child'« 
education with unusual credit, Lionel was sent, in his 
twelfth year, to a public school. Previously to his first 
appearance upon a stage where independence of charac- 
ter is so necessary, he received much salutary advice 
upon various subjects, but especially upon the one we 
have alluded to. " There is,'' said Mr. Vernon, "a real 
good-nature, which is always subject to the control of 
reason ; and there is a false good-nature, which is more 
frequently the slave of momentary caprice. There is a 
proper submission to- the customs of the world, which 
gives way only to its fashions ; and there is a false sens^ 
of shame, which complies also with its vices. Discrimi- 
nation in both cases is necessary. Nature, Lionel, has 
blessed you with an excellent judgment, and you have 
ohly to make use of it to become a good alid great 
man.'' * ■ 

Lionel was an affectionate son, and it was long* before 
he totally forgot the lessons which he received at that 

1)arting. He set out in his career with .the firmest reso- 
utions to avoid every thin^ by which he mi^t incur not 
•only the guilt, but even the unputation,of an^unproprietj. 
By degrees, however, as his acquaintance mcreased, and 
with it his temptations, the good intentionis he had form- 
ed began to relax somewhat of their original severity. 
He could not endure the ridicule of his associates ; he was 
afraid to bring upon himself the opprobrium attached U> 
a Sairit or .a Methodist ; he began to think that, yto- 
vffled the precepts of his rehgion weire observed, and Us 
beUef in its truth unimpaired, it was aIIowfd>le in his et- 
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temal demeanour to practise a few fashionable follies. 
While his private studies were diligent, and his secret 
devotion sincere, he conceived that it was pardonable to 
affect a look of inattention in school, and an air of non^ 
ckalance in chapel ; and while his actions were entirely 
regulated by virtue, he cared not if his language was 
tJiBt of scepticism or infideUty. Possessed of exalted 
talents, he suffered himself to be swayed by those who 
were in every respect his inferiors : enjoying the clearest 
perception of what ought to be pursued or avoided, hf 
suffered his discretion to be overpowered by motives 
calculated ooly for an influence upon the weakest minds. 
In a word, he laboured more to hide his good qualities 
baieath a surface of wildness, than the vicious have ever 
done to conceal real unworthiness beneath a mask of 
sanctity. He attained his object; and, having spent 
9ix years with great eclatj so far as the pursuit of 
scholastic honours was concerned, took his departure, 
still full of sentiments of the purest nature, while he 
left behind a reputation for the most unf»incipled im- 
morality. 

At the same time, while we say that his heart was still 
unsullied by crime, that his sentiments were still those 
of reUgion, it must be confessed that long habits of 
irregularity had given him a predilection for glitter and 
extravagance, and a distaste fcnr whatever. was tranquil 
and retu^. Human pasinons had be^n to mingle 
themselves even with his devotional exercises ; and there 
was reason to fear that one, who, in obedience to the will 
of others, had so readily assumed the appearance of sin, 
would suffer himself to be drawn by the same motivei^ 
into the reality also. 

The first proof of the change which, had taken place 
in his ideas was given in the choice of his profession. He 
had been originally designed for the Church ; and, in his 
earUer jrears, had looked forward with enthusSasm to the 
tame whidi would enable him to undertake those duties, by 
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the performance of which his father had made himself 
universally respected. Since that time, however, he had 
mixed with associates who thought differently, and had 
gradually jeamed to think differently himself He had 
heard the clerical character frequently ridiculed; and, 
while his own opinion of its dignity and holiness re- 
mained unaltered, he dared not encounter the contempt 
in which he fancied it was held by the many. He remem- 
bered that one of his fashionable friends thought there 
Was something very low in the employment of writing 
sermons, and that another had discovered something ir- 
resistibly laughable in the exterior of a preacher^s gown. 
For such reasons as these he finally abandon^ all 
thougjits of taking orders ; and, after a lapse of some 
months, a commission in the army was purchased for 
him. His father had seen the destruction of his favour- 
ite hope with the deepest regret, but had given up his 
^position to the wishes of his son, when he perceived 
that it was fruitless. 

- Grood advice was again exerted, as they parted for the 
last time; and agsun it produced a ipom^ntary effect 
For a time the young officer preserved himself carefully 
from those excesses into which he had once fallen, ana 
the commencement of his military life gave a fair pro- 
mise that the follies of his youth would be redeemed by 
the virtues of his manhood But his inherent want of 
principle {)revented him from keeping up his exerdobs, 
when the immediate stimulus which nad ex<»ted than 
existed no longer. While his father^s countenance seem- 
ed still before him, wearing that benevdent smile which 
iooked a blessing upon him as he left him ; while his fii- 
ther^s voice seemed still to sound in his ear, as iPi^ieD it 
spoke to him the encourageftient and the admonition, 
which perhaps he might never hear from those revered 
lips again ; — so long was his strength of mind undiaken 
and his confidence in Heaven unimpaired. But the de- 
riaon of the companions who were around him., and the 
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temptation of the pleasures which were constantly before 
his eyes, by degrees overpowered the recollection of a 
parent who was far removed from the object of his an- 
xiety. Lionel soon began to give way to the arguments 
and solicitations of his friends : at first he imitated only 
their follies; afterwards he learned to participate in theur 
vices ; the compliance, which was at first only absurd, 
became in a short time criminal. In the mean time the 
compunction of unstified conscience was carefully hid- 
den, and the virtues which he still exercised in secret, 
were concealed, as if he was ashamed of their practice. 
His warm imagination and ready command of wit made 
him the idol of the dissipated set into which he had 
thrown himself; the talents which he possessed were 
only exercised for the entertainment of the sensual and 
the profligate ; from hU enHvening sallies the ball de. 
rived its animation, the faro table its interest, the cham- 
pagne its zest ; and he sought no higher reputation. 

Once more he was roused from this slavery of the mind 
before he became finally its victim. He had sat with a 
convivial party much liater than usual ; and, rather than 
submit to the designation of a milksop, had compelled 
himself to drink more wine than his incHnation prompt^ 
ed, or his constitution could bear. The young men of . 
the party were all much inebriated, when the conversa- 
tion turned upon the common-place topic of the neces- 
sities of youth, and the unreasonable frugality of old age. 
Lionel took no part in the discussion ; nis heart could 
not but remind liim at that moment that he had a father 
whose every wish was centred in him, who had attended 
to all his wants, and had been indulgent to all his foibles. 
He fell slowly into a mental revene, and became kiat- 
tentive to*wnat was passing around him. Suddenly he 
heard a toast given from the chair, and received with 
rapturous plaudits : — " May the branches flourish when 
the root is under ground ! "^ He was struck with horror 
at the impious idea ; he boked round, and fancied that 
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the eyes of the company were upon him ; he felt a de* 
testation of their behaviour, yet he dared not incur their 
ill opinion. An undefinable sensation of dread came 
over nim as he lifted his glass from the table. At that 
moment a letter from the country was handed to him. 
It was in the hand-writing of his father'^s steward ; the 
paper was edged with a wide black border, and sealed 
with a black seal. He broke it with a hurried and des- 
perate hand. His eye glanced at the first few lines, and 
they were sufficient. His father had died that morning. 
He felt his senses fail him ; his eyes wandered, the paper 
dropped from his hold, and he was led from the room, 
conscious of nothing but that he was an orphan, and 
ihaX h^ deserved to be so. 

His agitation, joined to the intemperance pf that fatal 
evening, produced an immediate illness ; in a few hours 
be was in a high fever. When, for the first time, he 
recovered in some measure his senses, and endeavoured 
to look back to the circumstances which had preceded 
his illness, he shuddered inwardly at the recollection of 
the toast in which he had been adbout to join. '^ That 
impious cup ! ^ he exclaimed, ^^ Thank 6od that I did 
not drink it !^ and then the remembrance of what fol- 
lowed recurred to his mind, and he became again deli- 
rious. It yrould be needless to detail the progress of his 
disorder. His re<2overy was a long time retarded by the 
bitter reflections in which he indulged whenever he was 
visited by a gleam of reason. After a lapse of some 
months, however, his health was tolerably re^stabh^ed, 
and he returned into life with a constitution unbroken 
by disease, but with a ^loom upon his spirits, which, ap- 
parently, no len^h of tune would efface. 

It was impossible that, in this frame of mincl, he could 
retun^ immediately to the haunts of profligacy, and to 
the society of the dissipated. His visits were confined 
to the intimate friends of his father, whose acquaintance 
he ha4 neglected while engaged in his thoughtless career. 
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Here he found sources of enjoyment which until now he 
had never known to exist. His talents were improved 
by listening to the conversation of men of letters, and his 
. taste was refined by mingling in the society of amiable 
women. Innocence and peace began to ristum to his 
bosom, and his prospects in life again looked fair and 
flattering, save when remorse brought past transactions 
before him, and clouded the sunshme of to-day by the 
recollection of yesterday^s darkness. 

Among the persons at whose houses Lionel was most 
frequently a guest was a widow lady of the name of Her- 
bert. She was a Frenchwoman by birth; but had mar- 
ried an EngUshman' early in life, and since that time had 
resided principally in this country. Her husband was a 
man of powerful talents and considerable attainments ; 
and left her at his decease possessed of a fortune, not iiu 
deed large, but amply sufficient for her retired manner 
of life. . She had a daughter in whose character the 
natural Uveliness of her mother was beautifully united 
to the scientific habits of her father. At the period 
when Lionel was introduced to her, she was in her 
nineteenth year, very beautiful, and very amiable, as 
Lionel soon discovered, without appearing conscious 
that she was either. Lionel in a short time becaihe 
deeply attached to her ; and -the sincere passion which 
he felt occupied in a great measure his thoughts, and 
diverted them* from the melancholy channel m which 
they had been wont to run. It is not our intention to 
detail in this place the incidents of a love-suit, which, 
however interesting to lovers, are commonly very insipid 
to readers. Suffice it to say, that the affection which he 
felt was reciprocal; and that, when a sufficient length of 
time had elapsed to persuade both ladies that his reform- 
ation was complete, and the only obstacle to their mar- 
riage was removed by his quitting the army, he was 
allowed to hope for a favourable result. The fortune of 
Louisa was small, but that of Lionel was independent. 

s 6 ^ 



394 THE ETOKIAK. 

Their union was only delayed that Captsin Herbert, the 
brother of Louisa, who was quartered with his regiment 
at some distance, mi^ht procure leave of absence, in order 
to be introduced to his future brother-in-law, and to be 
present at his wedding. 

Things were in this state when Lionel went into the 
country, to prepare his residence for their reception. As 
he wanderea through the solitary rooms which he was 
now about to inhabit for the first time since the death of 
their beloved owner, a thousand sad reflections came 
across his mind, and bitter repentance for the past gave 
rise to good resolutions for the future. He was oppressed 
by the ideas which the scene recalled, aud although all 
his affection for the spot, and all his veneration for its 
fprmer possessor, were .Ht once revived, he felt mudi 
relieved when he hurried from the dwelling-place of bis 
childhood, and from the recollections which the sight of 
it awakened. 

Upon his return he went immediately to the house of 
Mrs. Herbert. He was informed that Captain Herbert 
had been in town some days ; and while Louisa dwelt 
with enthusiasm upon the good qualities of her brother, 
and the delight which she felt in. his return, he thought 
she had never looked so beautiful. He was invited, to 
meet young Herbert on the evening of the next day, and 
left the house in unusually good spirits. 

As he walked towards nis hotel ne was met by Captain 
Grahame, one of the daslung associates whose company 
he had for some time carefully shunned. Upon the pre* 
sent occasion, however, it was impossible to avoid the 
usual salutations. After these had taken place, his friend 
indulged in many sarcastic guesses at nis reasons for 
leaving the regiment^ which Lionel listened to with a 
very ill grace. He assigned a thousand fictitious motives 
fpr his conduct ; but his dread of ridicule prevented him 
from declaring that he had resolved to relinquish his 
former companions, and to abandon his former mode of 



MARTIK STEELING OK PEINCIPLE. 395 

life. Ultimately his friend deared him, if his apostacy 
from all good-fellowship was not quite complete, to ac- 
company him to a neighbouring coffee-hcfuse, where they 
would «probahly meet some of their old acquaintances. 
Lionel complied, inwardly determining that this should 
l>e the last time he would give way to such solicitations. 
Alas ! how frequently are such determinations made, and 
how frequently are they made in vain. 

In the coffee-house they found, as they expected, 
several officers of LioneFs regiment ; and, in the trifling 
conversation which ensued, he forgot in a^reat measure 
his promises of amendment. The topic ofmarriage was 
discussed,, and the usual common-place sarcai^s upon the 
subject were repeated and received with unanimous 
applause. This had lasted for some time, when one of 
the company observed, " We are wrong. Gentlemen, to 
indulge in these satirical reflections, when one of our 
number is so shortly to be made a bridegroom.^ He 
was immediately overwhelmed with queries and coniecr 
tures, which he stopped by desiring all present " to dnnk 
at their clubs that evening the health of Mrs. Vernon.*' 

At the mention of that name, a young officer, who had 
been sitting unobserved at the other end of the room, 
raised his eyes from the newspaper which he held in his 
hand, and looked earnestly at the group. Finding him- 
self noticed, he returned hastily to his reading, but ap* 
peared to listen attentively to what followed. The good- 
natured communicant unrolded to his hearers, as far as he 
was able, the particulars of Lionel's amour, mixing from 
time to. time various embellishments derived from his own 
invention. The Lady's name was ^ven, her fortune 
guessed, her features described. Lionel, in the mean 
time, unable tb brave the storm of prejudice and ridicule 
which he saw ready to break over his iiead, endeavoured 
to invalidate the speaker's assertioits. He confessed " the 
gpirl was pretty; he had adrnfred her; trifled with her 
occasionally; jA)sdibly his attention might have made her 
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Tain; he might have mentioned marriage in jest — but for 
serious' thoughts of it — impossible.'' By such Qxpre^r 
sions as tliese^ he avoided an avowal of his actual inten- 
tions ; and chose rather to allow that he had sported with 
the feelings of a. virtuous woman than to set himself in 
opposition to sentiniente which he knew to be thos^ of 
profligacy and Ubertinism. 

The party broke up. Lionel, with his friend Captain 
Grahame, left the room the last of the company. As tbey 
were rising to retire, the young officer who ha4 been 
sitting apart came up to them, and requeste4 tq be 
allowed to speak a few words with Captain Vernon. Afbr 
a short jiause, he said, ^^ Mr. Vernon, I must cequest that 
you will immediately unsay the expressions you nave used 
with regard to a lady who is very dear to me.'' The 
tone in which he spoke, although a little hurried, w^^bw 
and composed; but there was a sudden flush upon his 
cheek, and a slight quiver on his lip, uiat betrayed th? 
de^ emotion which he laboured to G99oeal. 

Lionel w^ thundersticuck. Hia S^ impuJlse was to 
confer at once that he had spoken thoiqghtlessly and in- 
excusably — that he saw his error anci bifigged iforgivei^ess 
for it. But the fear of appearing ridiculous or d^istajrdly 
checked these honourable feelings ; and he wa§ silent. 
His friend spoke for him.. He demanded to know *^ by 
what right a stranger remarked in this manner upop |he 
language used by a gentleman among his intimate; f^:ii»^d^ 
—by what authority he assumed the character of ^ qpy 
and dictator .?", " Sir," resumed the stranget, '^ l^or9 
a gentleman gives an unrestrained license to his cqnver^ 
satiqn in a public place, he should reflect that what he. 
is abovt to, say may possibly hurt the feelings of some 
individual present : I am neither a spy nor ^ ^dictator, 
but th^re are honourable motives which require n^y in* 
te^forence upon this occasion. I ami the natural guar<> 
dij^n of a woman whose e(jual you will* not find a^iqi^ 
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h^r sex. To you, Mr. Vernon, I need hardly add, that 
I am the brother of Louisa Herbert.^ - 

Again Lionel was ahnost irresistibly impelled to exf 
plain his error, and to throw himself upon the generosity 
oi the man he had. offended. He was agtum interrupted 
by his companion, who replied, in a tone of rising pa^^ 
MCMi, " I care not. Sir, whose brother you maj be, and 
not enjoying the honour of a personal acquaintance, I 
am no judge of the personal perfections of Louisa Her^r 
bert ; but as the expressions you have used with regard 
|o the language of my friend apply equally to my own^ 
I must tell you that they are such as I cannot brook, and 
furthei>— .'^ Here his speech was cut short by their 
antagonist, who observed, with a cahnness which was 
neither raffled by pas»on nor by alarm, ** the peculiar 
situation in whicn Mr. Vernon is placed obliges me to 
repeat my request to him in the first instance ; at a pro» 
per time. Sir, I shall be at your service.'' The genuine 
impulse of the heart had in Lionel's bosom given way to 
the influence of false shame. Should it be said that he 
had submitted to reproaches which his friend thought 
himself obliged to resent ? — that Captain Grahame had 
risked his life in Lionel Vernon's quarrel ? 

{t was a moment of pain and dehrium : he muttered a 
few words expressing that the afiront was addressed to 
bpH <^y> 9na that- it became his duty to resent it. He 
paused BXkd was. sorry for what he had said; but he 
believed it wa^ too late to retrieve his error. What 
remained was sop^ decided ; seven o'clock the next monu 
ing was named as the time of their meeting: and they, 
separated. Such was the origin of a dispute upon 
whose issue two valuable lives were to be hazarded. 

Lionel retimied to his hotel, and spent some time m 
^Htude before he could rightly collect his ideas, and 
consider the sitnation in which he was placed. But 
then what agonizing reflections presented themselves 1 
He thought of the memory of his father, of the doctrinet 
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he had inculcated,, of the manner in which they bad been 
neglected. He pictured to himself JLouisa weejmig for 
the fate of her brother, and endeavouring to invoke jus- 
tice upon his destroyer. When he strove to avoid these 
melancholy visions, and to seek consolation in that refi- 
^on of which he had been ashamed to profess himself a 
servant, he remembered the hand which had written 
" Thou shalt do no murder!^ and the lips which had 
said, " Agree with thine adversary quickly T Night 
came and brought no rest. How full of horror was its 
darkness ! The morning dawned brightly, and Captain 
Grahame arrived to summon him to the place of rendez- 
vous. Herbert was there before him. He was attended 
by an old mihtary man, who came immediately to Lionel, 
and expressing his regret for the occasion which brou^t 
him to that spot, begged to know if there was no way 
yet open for reconciliation. Lionel seemed again dis- 
posed to act under the influence of proper feelings. 
^* Consider, Lionel,'' whispered his second, *' what will 
the worid say ?^ The momentary impulse was subdued. 
The old ofiicer was repulsed with a cold reply. Their 
stations were taken in silence. They fired togeth^, and 
Lionel fell. 

> The surgeon who was in attendance hastened to the 
spot. The unfortunate youth still Hved, but the wound 
was mortal. He was conveyed to a neighbouring cot- 
tage, where he expired in a few hours. * Previpusly to 
this he shook hands with his antagonist, and appeared 
to join mentally in prayer, but preserved an imrooken 
silence. 

It is time for us to close the scene. Louisa is now the 
inmate of a religious house in- the south of France: ffflr 
Lionel, he rests in the sleep of death, despised by the 
many who only saw in him the thoughtless, the hasty, 
and the extravagant ; but deeply lamented by the tew 
who knew him as the warm, the generous^ and the af> 
fectionate. Let his faults sleep with him, or be onfy 
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remembered that they may warn the inexperienced to 
.Mjiiire fixed principles, and to avoid a temponaing mo. 
ndity ; to conceal no feelings, but those of guilt, and to 
assume the appearance of no sentiments, from the actual 
existence of which they would recoil. 

. M.S. 
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January 8, 1821. 
Mir DKAK CounTENAY, — I cannot think how that 
poor wretch Swinburne could (Contrive to invent so many 
unaginary miseries in thb Christmas Holidays. For 
my oiifn p£)rt, I have absolutely been trying to discover, 
or rather verify, some of them by my own experiencef, 
and, as I have been totally unable, I shall be cruel 
enough to accuse bim of being the sole cause of: all his 
unhappiness. Well, let him rest for a melancholy mo- 
ping sort of being. I only hope that he will not send, 
and that you will not pubhsn, any more of his com- 
plaints; indeed I am heartily sorry that I did not join 
my vote to Oakley'^s for the expulsion of the first, for I 
hear them abused wherever I go; and, with all his 
affected love for Eton, people ought not to know, as I 
never did befolre, that there Was such a kind of person 
there. I think you might describe your sorrows with 
much greater justice; ror I conclude that you have 
been writing all you can, and revising aU you have had 
in the way of contributions, which, I should think, was 
little enough. What could have induced you to pro- 
mise an " Etonian'^ for the 1st of January? You will 
never be able to do any thing without the re^lar meet- 
ings of the Club, and the inspiring sanction of the Privy 
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Council. I do not know how you will be able to ap- 
pease his Majesty, or Messrs. Knight and Warren; but 
when it does come out, which, it is devoutly to be hoped, 
will happen by the 1st of February, do not let us near 
any thing about " unavoidable delays,*" '* unforeseen dr- 
cumstances,^ and such flummery; but tell the plain 
honest truth — that the boys would not write when tney 
could amuse themselves better ; and I am sure all dia- 
ritable people will pardon you much sooner than if you 
had filled a page with the most elaborate excuses. How- 
ever, we shall soon come together, and then we shall see 
what can be done to set this dilatory publication on its 
legs again. ,i 

WeU, I think by this time I have prosed quite kmg 
enough, and probably you will think so too, considonng 
that you have been the object of the attack. But prithee, 
good Peregrine, take all this in good part ; and now you 
9hall be refredbed a little by the opimons of ^ the eru- 
dite company I have lately met, respecting the merits of 
our conjoint labours. 

In the first place, you must know that I came to Mr. 
Seymoiu'^s the second week in the Holidays, and have 
remained here ever since; and, as my visit is pretty 
nearly elapsed, I take the first opportunity of reomxliiif^ 
and collecting the precious observations, lest they drop 
from my memory in the interval befpre I see you. 

Now the ^ood people, many of them old Rawsdon 
Court acquaintances, have only read the two first Num- 
bers, which is a very happy thing. These, indeed, I 
sent them, and their curiosity has not led them to inquire 
after the third ; so that, at present, I cannot be accused 
of putting them in print. If I were, I should undoubtedly 
transfer the blame to Rowley, as it is ten to one if any 
of them remember the signatHre. 

To begin systematic^y,— I was asked by some par- 
son, ^^ Pf^> 3u*9 c^u^ you inform me what was the ongin 
of <The i^tonian?''' For this I referred him to m 
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First Number, and advised him strongly to purchase it^ 
as indeed I did every one else. Shortly afterwards he 
laid, "And may I ask what may be the end of it.^*" 
" Oh I*"' replied I, " it is quite out of my power to tell 
you ; but 1 hope it is as lar oflF as possible.*" You will 
excuse my pun, the more so as I tell it myself; — ^but, 
apropos, to s^ak seriously, I sat one day at dinner next 
to my old friend and nomenclator, Mr. Ormsby, who 
condemned most imequivocally our general levity, our 
innumerable puns, unnatural double entendresy and the 
like, evidently not flowing from the momentary wit and 
impulse of the author, but introduced by clumsy and 
deuberate mechanism. By way of example, he fell most 
fiercely upon " Lovers'* Vows ;'** and I assure you I had 
great difficulty in somewhat alleviating his objections, 
which I was the more anxious to do, as the article was a 
great favourite of mine. " Why,'' said he, " why do 
you not rouse that Martin Sterling of yours from his 
lethargy ? He seems to be a boy of sound steady talents, 
and would give a weight and decided principle to your 
work, in which it is saoly deficient.*" 

I, fully coincided in some of his opinions; informed 
him that the obnoxious puns were greatly removed from 
the Third Number, and that we intended in the Fourth 
to bring forward an excellent production of his favourite, 
upon " Principle ;"" and another, equally good, of your 
own, upon " Silent Sorrow.*" By-the-by, why should 

{ou hoard up such a number of good articles after they 
ave been given notice of and formally acknowledged ? 
By all means give them insertion as speedily as possible. 
For instance, — M'Farlane's " Bogle of AnnesUe ;'** " The 
Grenius of ^schylus contrasted with that of Sophocles C^ 
" Sterling's Review of the present State of Literature, at 
Eton ;" " Le Blanc's Castles in the Air," &c. &c. 

The punch-bowl, and Sir Thomas Nesbit's warm and 
constant praises of porter, and Musgrave's " vehicular 
metaphors," have given serious alarm to many sober and 
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well-minded people in this vicinity ; insomuch so, that 
I really beheve tney consider our respectable Club, with 
the exception of yourself, Montgomery, Sterling, and Le 
Blanc, as httle better than a collection of topers, coach- 
men, and suchtike characters; indeed, I have some 
trouble in persuading them that Musgrave has left.dr 
driving, and that I have not been called to the honour- 
able office of punch-maker since the second meeting ; all 
the rest having been totally on business. 

A valiant old Wykehamist, who was no other than our 
friend Mr. Thompson, attacked me most violently for li- 
belling his favourite school; and moreover accused us 
of ignorance, certainly not without a cause, for it seems 
we have been guilty of the grand mistake of spelling his 
fbunder'^s name with an i instead of a y. Moreover, he 
launched out into a violent phihppic against the l^t^of 
Eton disciphne ; which he mstanced by their permittiiig 
such a foolish pubhcation to continue. '* We manage 
those things better at Winchester,^ said he, " at least we 
did so when I was thore. The boys had too much to do 
to think of scribbling: for amusements sake. Latin and 
Greek are what you are sent to learn; and if you do 
them well it is quite sufficient. This meddling with 
English must take away from your attention to your 
studies, and does you neither good nor credit, I can 
assure you.'' 

This was all very disagreeable and very annojdng to 
me; but I knew he was rather fretful in his temper; 
and, as he was old and I young, it did not become me, 
even if I had been inclined, to answer him. The most 
difficult opponent I engaged with was a young Lady; 
who complained of our having taken unpardonable li- 
berties in our observations on female charactersiin sundry 
parts of our publication — adding withal this pithy quo- 
tation — 

'' The proper study of mankind is moit." 

I defended myself as well as J could, and promised 
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that we would be more circumspect for the future, 
Surely she could not say that men escaped with impu- 
nity. 

Can you believe that, after our solemn asseveration and 
evident disclosure in our Second Number, there are still 
people wicked enough to suppose that the dreadful con- 
^Hracy against our fame, our honour, our best interests, 
never ip reality existed? Thij really provoked me 
greatly; I assured them, I protested, I proceeded to 
appeal, but all in vain ; they still remained incredulous. 
Some means must be adopted against the offenders, and 
then there is some chance of these cavillers being satis- 
fied. 

One day I was terribly annoyed by a gentleman 
arrived fresh from London, who, on being introduced to 
me as an Etonian, begged to know if I was the Go- 
lightly who cut such a conspicuous figure in " The Eto- 
nian.**^ I confessed that I was, looking miserably ashamed 
the whole time. I longed to be Oakley, to have a " No'* 
at the tip of my tongue. " Well,'* said he, " I can 
hardly believe you ; for on my going to Warren's to in- 

3uire after the Fourth Number uie other day, I was cre- 
ibly informed that a son of Mr. Serjeant Raide was the 
principal Manager, and that the Club, punch-bowl, &c. 
were all ideal. I was violently alarmed auring the whole 
of this speech, lest he should bjunder upon " Rawsdon 
Court ;" so I lost no time in setting him right, and after- 
wards discovered, to my great comfort, that he was an 
entire stranger, and neither knew Rawsdon Court, nor 
its inhabitants. 

I have borne all these trials and torments with incre- 
dible patience ; but that you, my dear Peregrine, should 
be mistajken for this Raide, when we all know that there 
is no such boy in the School, is too provoking to be lu^* 
dicrous. 
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I find myself bediming to be in a passion; so, with 
my best wishes for the speedy appearance of N* IV., re- 
main, 

Your Majesty's most loyal 

and devoted servant, 

F. G. 

P. S. I inclose you a few stanzas, which perhaps may 
serve to fill up a vacant space in one of your Numbers. 
I am going to my uncle's in Wiltshire, on Wednesday, 
for three or four days; I am invited to a delightful 
party there, and I will send you an account of it.— Di- 
rect to me, at Henry Peak's, Esq., Burbage-Hall, near 
Salisbury. 

TO MISS F. I^ARRISON. 

Oh lady, since I must away 

From this gay scene of pleasure. 
To thee 1 leave this idle lay, 

Despise not thou the measure ; 
And though no treasured pledge bear I 

Of Rawsdon to remind me, 
My heart will sometimes breathe a sigh 

To those I leave behind me. 

I boast not, I, a love-sick brow. 

Nor breast of burning anguish ; 
The merry Muse that greets thee now 

Was. never form'd*to languish. 
But, though my heart is light and free, 

From belle to belle a rover. 
Yet deem the bard dk friend to tliee, 

Who is to none a lover. 

Let sad Montgomery weep and whine 

To Caroline or Chloe, 
And swear their blue eyes are divine. 

Their bosoms soft and snowy; 
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That gently on each ivory brow 

The flaxen curl reposes, 
That on their lips twin cherries grow, 

And lilies deck their noses. . 

I hate the mawkish eye of blue, 
' That stares as if 't were sleeping, 
That ne*er the beams of laughter knew, 

And seems too cold for weeping. 
I ne'er have admiration known 

For those insipid Misses, 
Whose lips have cold and pouting grown 

Beneath love's burning kisses. 

Give me the laughing^ bright, black eye. 

That swims beneath the lashes. 
Through which the soul beatns momently 

In fifty thousand flashes. 
Give me the wild and liquid glance, 

With love's own lustre brightening. 
That flings o er all the countenance 

The heart's ether ial lightning. 

Oh, Rawsdon's belles are wondrous fair ! 

Their eyes ! — oh ! Venus lights them ; 
Cupid lies tangled in their hair, 

And curst be he who slights them. 
. But when from this gay scene I 'm gone, 

Through classic groves to wander. 
At Rawsdon I shall leave but one 

On whom my heart will ponder. 

Then, lady, ^ake this parting strain, 

And think on him who sends it ; 
The subject of my verse, 'tis plain, 

And not the style, commends it. 
Scorn not such weak and careless song, 

But deem it gay and sprightly ; 
And sometimes, midst this courtly thropg 

Remember 

F. GUjlightly. 
jcsdon Court, November 29, 1820. 
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ON COLERIDGE'S POETRY. 

TO BICHARD HODGSON, SECRETARY, &C. 

My DEAR Hodgson, — From my avowed poetical pre- 
dilections, you will not be surprised at my troubling you 
with another attempt to advocate the merits of the ob- 
jects of them ; and it would seem that the transition 
from Wordsworth to Coleridge is both a natural and 
convenient one, considering the early and intimate com- 
munion that has existedbetween them, that the works of 
either are so mutually impregnated with the spirit of 
the other, and thftt in short there is- so much of Words- 
worth in Coleridge, and so much of Coleridge in Words- 
worth. It is not, however, my place or my intention to 
consider Coleridge in the character in which for some 
years past he has chosen exclusively to appear ; nor will 
I presume either to .accuse or lament, much less to ml 
at, what many have and many will term a useless waste 
of learning and talent, or at least a wilful perversion of 
intellect, which might have spread its genial and restcmi- 
tive influences over the whole extent oi polite literature, 
politics, and theology. To deny that in " The Friend'* 
IS displayed great erudition, brilliant talent, much oc- 
casional pathos, and not seldom the very -highest in- 
ventive and exploring energy in the obscure region of 
metaphysics,, would simply show that the person who 80 
denied the existence of tnese qualities was incapable of 
feeling their power. But conceding this, as I do noost 
cordially, yet let me question whetner a large share of 
" The Friend^' and of the first ".Lay Sermon ** must not 
for ever be, for any purposes of practical advancement 
in the study of the mind, a mere vox et prlaeterta nihil: 
and this not only to the " general,*" or operatives^ as thej 
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are called, but even to that sum total of speculative 
minds, who, by the Philosopher'*s own System, are to be 
the mediay through which the ori^al rays of light, 
springing from thaj system, may oe transmitted and 
scattered over the nations. The substance of this ob- 
jection has, I am aware, been often urged before ; and 
Mr. Coleridge has, in his " Friend"*"* and elsewhere, re- 
peatedly put in his answer : — that his subject is the most 
profound and abstruse to which we can apply ourselves ; 
that to make an actual advancp in it requires new modes 
of thinking, new modes of expression in the author, and 
a corresponding effort in the reader, to follow him ; that 
the present age especially is overrun with the plague of 
superficial education ; and that, abstractedly considered, 
the attempts to popularize learning and philosophy must 
end in the plebincation of knowledge ! Be it so : — I am 
as far from being gratified at the notion of a ^^ Reading 
Public'' as Mr. Coleridge can be ; and I perfectly detest 
the whole system so much in fashion now of making easy 
what ought not to be learnt without some difficulty ; for 
examples of which precious practice take, " The History 
of England made perfectly easy to Children, in a series 
of Maps ; ^ *^ The system of Linnaeus rendered intelli- 
gible to Young Ladies, in a series of Questicms and An- 
swers;'' nay, very lately, "The Whole Duty of a 
Christian Exemplified — by a Pack of Cards ;" which 
last I suppose is meant, amongst other Christian duties, 
to inculcate the use and practice of gambling ! But then 
assuredly there is another extreme; and, if Mr. Cole- 
ridge has fallen into it, perhaps it Was the natural effect 
of the re-^u;tion of his mmd occasioned by these convic- 
tions ;— but that there is such an extreme who will deny ? 
— and that the first volume of the " Biographia Lite- 
raria" can show some specimens of it, perhaps not many 
will be found hardy enough to dispute. Lord Bacon 
and Sir Isaac Newton both made as great advances in 
the knowledge of Mind and Nature as any two men that 
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ever lived; yet both have, I apprehend, been under- 
stood, and both acted upon ; — ^but where are we to find 
in Mr. Coleiidge^s philosophy that solid, sensible grtnmd, 
upon which we may venture to build up an abiding-plaoe 
for our doubts and our desires ? I <u> not affirm that 
this whole system of commingled Platonism, Kantism, 
and Christianism, may not be true ; but I do affirm, and 
I fear not contradiction, that it will ne^'er be useful. 
Perhaps if " The Friend" live so long, and I do not fear 
its dying, — in the transcendent illumination of the 
£artH)y Millennium its doctrines will be recognized, and 
its conjectures realized ; but till that happy period in 
the Latter Days, while we are stiU perplexed with 
doubts and fears, and our minds bedinuned with passion 
and prejudice ; whilst we persist in demanding plain rea- 
son for what we are to believe from men, and will not 
place that faith in mortal ii^enuity which we rest alone 
m Omnipotent Wisdom ; so long, methinks, will ** The 
Friend'" be the dark seer of an unknown land ; so long 
will he sit enshrouded in his cloudy tabernacle, pof^ 
scssed, Cassandra-like, by a S|nrit, wfiich may denounce 
or may teach, but whose denunciations or whose teach- 
ings will be disregarded, be jntied, or be unnoticed b? 
all. 

But it is high time to turn to the particular subject of 
this letter ; from which, indeed, I diould not have so 
long abstained, had I not thought a cursory mention of 
Mr. Coleridge^s philosophical preten»ons intereisting, if 
not necessary, in a complete view of the productions of 
his genius. And, for my own part, I confess I have 
never felt my regret at his present exclusive pursuit of 
undefinable mysticism so vivid, as when I nave been 
charmed, tranquillized, and thrown into delicious mu* 
sings, by the perusal of his exquisite Poems. These 
last have fared, i»ith a few veify splendid exceptions, 
much in the same manner as those c^ Wordsworth ; and, 
to sohdt for them a candid examinatioii, ia^ I am con- 
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scious, to ask wh^ will hardly be granted by the 
obdurate and almost malicious prejudices of many peo- 
ple. And yet, notwithstanding this general neglect or 
contempt, I declare it as my settled opinion, which has 
not been formed hastily, or without previous acquaint- 
ance with his all-praised contemporaries, that in many 
very most important respects, in a transp^ency of orna- 
ment, a purity of conception, a matchless ear, and 
splendour of diction, Mr. Coleridge is not only equal, but 
once and again superior to all of them put together. 
With the same continual working of the soul upon its 
own energies, which is so conspicuous in Wordsworth, 
he is less abstracted and ideal ; not so philosophically 
sublime, he is more humanly passionate ; not so anato. 
mizing, if I may so speak, in the operations of the heart 
and the mind, he is more diffused, more comprehensive. 
From the natural bent of his genius there is a tendency 
to the strange, the wild, and mysterious ; which, though 
intolerable in the cool pursuit of Truth, is yet oftentimes 
the fruitful parent of the very highest Poetry. To 
this he adds a power of language truly wonderful, more 
romantically splendid than Wordsworth^s, and more 
flexible and melodious than that of Southey. Indeed 
his excellence is so great in this particular, that in my 
judgment many finisned specimens of perfect harmony 
of thought, passion, measure and rhyme, may be selected 
from his poems, which will hardly yield the palm to the 
most celebrated passages in Spenser, Shakspeare, or 
Milton. I shall quote an instance or two of this, when 
I come to speak more particularly of his Love-Poetry. 
In the mean time, to give those wno may be strangers to 
Mr. Coleridge's powers an idea of what he once could 
perform, and at the same moment to display that high 
and bright mysteriousness so pecuhar to him, couched in 
what appears to me very beautiful numbers, I will pre- 
sent you with a view of his " Ode on the Departing 
Year.^ 

VOL. I. T 
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** Spirit wlio sweepest the wild Harp of Time ! 
It is most harid, with an untroabled ear 
Hiy dark inwoven harmonies to hear ! 
Yet, mine eye fix'd on Heaven's unchanging dime. 
Long had I listened, free from mortal fear. 
With inward stillness, and submitted mind ; 
When lo ! its folds far waving on the wind, 
I saw the train of the Departiag Year ! 
Starting from my silent sadness, 
Hien with no unholy madness, 
s Kre yet the enter'd cloud foreclosed my sight, 

I raised the impetuous song, and solemnized his fli^t." 

Then follows a very fine invocation to all Nature to 
suspend its woes iand joys for a season — then a vivid 
description of the war incidents of the year ;-=-after 
which comes the vision : — 



** Departing Year ! 't was on no earthly shore 
My soul beheld thy vision * Where alone> 
Voiceless and stem, before the cloudy throne. 
Aye Memory sits — thy robe inscrib'd with gore. 
With many an unimaginable groa^ 
Thou stored'st thy sad hours ! Silence ensued. 
Deep silence o'er the etherial multitude. 
Whose locks with wreaths, whose wreaths with glories ^hone. 
Then, his eye wild ardours glancing. 
From the choired gods advancing. 
The Spirit of the Earth made reverence meet. 
And stood up beautiful before th6 doudy iseat. 

** Throughout the blissful throng, 
Hush'd were harp and song : 
TUl wheeling round the throne the LaMpadii S'ei^n, 
(The mystic words of Heaven) 
Permissive signal make ; 
The ffervent Smrit bow'd, then spread his wings and spake ! 
* Thou in stormy blackness throning 
. Love and uncreated Li^ht, 
By the Earth's unsolaced groaning. 
Seize thy terrors. Arm of might ! * '* 
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id SO on for many lines; imprecating, in an im- 
ssioned style, the vengeance of God upon the tyrannies 
i blood-thirsty -persecutions of the Great Ones of this 
irth. The vision is ended : — 



VI. 

** The Toioe had ceased ; the yision fled ; 
Yet still I gaspM and reel'd with dread ; 
And ever, when the dream of night- 
Renews the phantom to my sight, 
Cold sweat-drops gather on my limbs ; 

My ears throb hot ; ray eye-balls start ; 
My brain with horrid tumult sw^ns ; 

Wild is the tempest of my heart ; 
And my thick and struggling breath 
Imitates the toil of death !" 



After this a burst of affectionate enthusiasm for his 
antry prevails over his settled conviction of her guilt 
i impending punishment:— 



vu. 



" Not yet enslaved, not wholly vile, 
O Albion ! O my mother Isle ! 
Thy vallies, fair as Eden's bowers. 
Glitter green with sunny showers j 
Thy grassy uplands' gentle swells 

Echo to the bleat of flocks ; 
(Those grassy hills, those glitt'ring dells. 

Proudly ramparted with rocks) 
And Ocean 'mid his uproar wild 
Speaks safety to hb Isfond-CSiild 
Hence, for many a fearless age. 
Has social Quiet loved thy shore ; 
Nor ever proud Invader's rage. 
Or sack*d thy towers, or stain'd thy fields with gore. 

len the prophecy of .the destruction that is to ensue; 
i the Ode concludes "with his o^fm feelings tod prayers. 

T 2 
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Till, 

*' Abandon'd of Heaven ? mad Avarice thy guide, 
At cowardly distance, yet kindling with pride— 
'Mid thy herds and thy corn-fields secure thou hast stood, 
And join'd the wild yelling of Famine and Blood I 
The nations curse thee, and with eager wond'ring 
Shall hear Destruction, like a vulture, scream ! 

Strange^eyed Destruction ! who with many a dreoin 
Of central fires tlurough nether seas up^thund'ring 

Soothes her fierce solitude ; yet as she lies 
By livid fount, or red volcanic streain, 

If ever to her lidless dragon-eyes, 

O Albion ! thy predestined ruins rise, 
The fiend-hag on her perilous couch doth leap, 
Muttering distempered triumph in her charmed sleep. 

IX. 

Away, my soul, away ! 
In vain, in vain, the birds of warning sing — 
And hark ! I hear the- famish'd brood of prey 
Flap their lank pennons on the groaning wind \ 
Away, my soul, away ! 
I, unpartaking of the evil thing, 
With daily prayer and daily toil, 
Soliciting for food my scanty soil, 
Have waird my country with a loud lament. 
Now I recenter my immortal mind 

In the deep sabbath of meek delf-content ; 
Cleansed from the v£4)orous passions that bedim 
God's Image, sister of the Seraphim." 

The disposition to the mysterious and preternatural, 
which I remarked above as constituting a very principal 
moving spring in ahnost all Mr. Coleridge's writings, is 
nowhere more absolutely developed, or more splendidly 
arrayed, than in the *' Bime of the Ancient Mariner.'' 
This is one of the best known and most admired of his 
poems; and certainly, in whatever light it is viewed, 
in whatever temper it is read, it must be allowed to be 
A most lingular and astonishing work, both in concep- 
tion and execution. I have quoted largely ahready, y^^ 
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inot refrain from ^ving a stanza or two of this 
ierof Poetry : — 

** The moving Moon went up the sky, 
And nowhere did abide ; 
Softly she was going up, 
And a star or two beside. 

Her beams bemock'd the sultry main. 
Like April hoar-frost spread : 
But where the ship's huge shadow lay, 
The charmed water burnt alway 
A still and awful red. 

Beyond the shadow of the ship 

I watch'd the water-snakes . 

lliey moved in tracks oif shining white, 

And when they rear*d, the elfish light 

Fell off in hoary flakes. 

Within the shadow of the ship 

I watch'd their rich attire : 

Blue, glossy-green, and velvet black. 

They coil'd and swam ; and every track 

Was a flash of golden fire. 

Oh happy living things ! no tongue 
Their beauty might declare : 
A spring of love gush'd horn my heart, 
And I bless'd them unaware ! 



Around, around, flew each sweet sound. 
Then darted to the sun : 
Slowly the sounds came back again. 
Now mix'd, now one by one. 

Sometimes a-dropping from the sky 
I heard the sky-lark sing : 
Sometimes all little birds that are. 
How they seem'd to fill the sea and air 
With their sweet jargouing '. 

And now 't was like all instruments. 
Now like a lonely flute ; 
And now it is an angel's song. 
That makes the Heavens be mute. 
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It ceased ; yet still the ssuls made on 

A pleasant noise till noon, 

A noise like of a hidden brook 

In the leafy month of June, 

lliat to the sleeping woods all night 

Singeth a quiet tune." 



But notwithstanding the striking success and perfect 
originality of his compositions in the manner of the 
poem quoted above, (for the whole pervading spirit of 
the " Christabel,'" tiiat unjustly-vilified fragment, is in- 
tensely the same with that of the '* Ancient Mariner;'') 
and not forgetting either the energy, the dramatic ex- 
cellence and splendor of the '* Remorse," or the softer 
and more fanciful elegance of " JEapolya,'' — yet it is in 
his Love Poems that the genius of Coleridge is poured 
forth in a more peculiar and undivided stream. As a 
Love Poet he is strictly and exclusively original, or if 
that be not possible for any one in these latter days, yet 
indisputably the most genuine and ori^nal writer that 
has existed since the times of ^^ Romeo and Juliet.*" It 
is to his amatory Poetry that I would particularly call 
the attention of a young or old lover of the Muse : to 
the one it will seem bright and prospective, to the other 

gentle and contemplative ; and, indeed, this portion of 
is works has been acknowledged to be excellent, even by 
those who have affected to despise his o&er productions. 
Assuredly no one who had any regard for his own repu- 
tation as a critic would forbear praising such Poems 
as those called " Love'' and the '* Circassian Love- 
Chaunt ;" but I cannot think that they have been suffi- 
ciently admired, nor their essential distinctive principles 
thoroughly examined. None of the Love Poetry of the 
present day can, to my mind, be for an instant com- 
pared to them in any one particular. The love of Lord 
Byron is the love, — ^if we may so degrade that term, — of 
a Turkish Sultan« revelling in the indiscriminate obe- 
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ice of a haram of slaves ; perilously, indeed, alive to 
violent excesses of the passion, but despotic, troubled, 
perate, short-lived. The love of Moore (ever ex- 
ting what ought to be forgotten) is something more 
led and natural; but still it is so bedecked and be- 
itered with cumbrous Orientalisms, that we are but 
;ly or never in perfect unison with it. There is posi- 
ly nothing to be called love in Wordsworth : he has 
3ed an intellectual devotion, a deep communion of 
uiment ; but no love, as that word was understood 
Shakspeare and Fletcher. But in Coleridge there is 
ear unclouded passion, an exquisite respect, a gen- 
ess, a knightly tenderness and courtesy, which recals 
n a moment to our old dramatists ; not too sensual, 
Ln Byron, nor too intellectual, as in Wordsworth. 
2 purity of his feeUngs is unequalled; yet, with 
ning contradiction, they are ardent, impatient, and 
templative. It is Petrarch and Shakspeare trans- 
^d into each other. It is, if I may be allowed so 
;iful an illustration, the Midsummer Moonlight o^ 
re Poetry. Take for example, and marie the com- 
e harmony of expression, flow, and rhyme, with the 
ings conveyed in these stanzas : — 

" I play'd a soft aud doleful air, 
I sang an old and moving story— 
An old rude song, that suited well 
That ruin wUd and hoary. 

She listen'd, with a flitting blu^. 
With downcast eyes and modest grace : 
For well she knew I conld not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 

I told her of the Knight who wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand ; 
And that for ten long years he woo'd 
The Lady of the Land. 
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I told her how he pined ; and ah ! 
The deep, the low, the pleading tone. 
With which I sang another's love. 
Interpreted my own. 



But when I told the cruel scorn 
That crazed that bold and lovely Knight ; 
And that he cross'd the mountain woods^ 
Nor rested day nor night ; 

• • • • ♦ 

And that, imknowing what he did. 
He leap'd amid a murderous band. 
And saved from outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land. 



And that she nursed him in a cave. 
And how his madness went away. 
When, on the yellow forest leaves, 
A dying man he lay. 

His d^ng words — but when I reach 'd 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty. 
My faltering voice and pausing harp 
Distmb'd her soul with pity ! 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Had thrill'd my guileless Genevieve ; 
The music and the doleful tale, 
The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope. 
An undistinguishable throng, 
And. gentle wishes long subdued. 
Subdued and cherished long ! 

She wept with pity and delight ; 
She blush 'd with love and virgin shame ; 
And, like the murmur of a dream, 
I heard her breathe my name. 
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She half enclosed me with her arms. 
She press'd mc with a meek embrace ; 
And, bending back her head, look'd up^ 
And gazed upon my face. 

'Twas partly love, and partly fear, 
And partly 't was a bashful art. 
That I might rather feel than see 
'Che beatings of her heart. 



Yet a few words more upon the character of the 
very extraordinary author of these Poems, and I have 
done. Mr. Coleridge has now for many years been 
what is called before the pubUc, in the shapes of poet, 
politician, and metaphysician. In the commencement of 
tiis life he shared in the general spirit resulting from the 
auspicious exordium of the French Revolution, and de- 
clared and advocated his sentiments with a brilliant en- 
thusiasm which unfortunately lost him many fnends, 
and procured him hundreds of foes : but let it be re- 
membered that his enthusiasm was directed solely to 
political objects ; from the irreligious, atheistic, impure 
systems of miscalled philosophy, attendant upon the 
Kevolution, no man was ever more alien, more estranged. 
Indeed, he has ever been an eminently devout and fer- 
vent Christian, and it is one among many other proofs 
and indications of the genuine greatness of his mind, 
that he was able to resist with firmness the seductions 
of infidelity, at a time when it came recommended to 
his feelings by its aUiance with what he deemed true 
in other respects ; whilst many of the younger men of 
genius of the present day have degenerated into a con- 
temptible scepticism, the very dregs and lees of the 
basest of French principles, discountenanced, as it should 
be to a mind with any spark of purity in it, by its inti- 
mate congeniahty with the worthless and pernicious 
spirit of radicalism. I know it would be to mcur the 

T 5 




41 S THE STOKXAK. 

ridicule of nine out of ten, who may read these pages, if 
I were to assert my ♦opinion, that Mr. Coleridge is the 
^eatest genius, in every respect, of the present day. 
We have all been so accustomed to hear him and Words- 
worth abused, laughed at, and cut up, by critics of 
every dimension, that we cannot emancipate ourselves 
from the habitual delusion. We have seen a weak poem 
cited as a chef-d'oeuvre — ^an obscure disquisition as a 
sample of his poetry and philosophy ; and it but rarely 
occurs to us tnat this may be all tnck, nay, and a trick 
so contemptibly easy of execution, that it is notorious 
that the shallowest scribblers have, under the character 
of the anonymous " We,^ written down with success the 
writings, and broken the hearts, of men of the most ex« 
quisite and hence susceptible genius. Kirke White can- 
not and ought not to be forgotten. *' Well ! but you 
forget Lord Byron ! think of ^ Childe Harold,' ' The 
Corsair,' * Don Juan,' and * The Bride of Abydos,'" 
says one;—" and Moore,'*' says another ; — ** or Southey J 
— or at least your idol Wordsworth !" — True, I hear 
you all, and know your own convictions, and know also 
that the first, second, and third of you; have the world 
on your side. Howbeit, I am a Mede or Persian in this 
my opinion, and will not retract or soften it even at the 
name of Wordsworth himself. To enter into a critical 
examination of meum and tMum between Wordsworth 
and Coleridge ; to show or rather hint that much of the 
very essence of the former's poetical being is a trans- 
fusion of the life-blood of the latter ; to demonstrate this 
fact by remarking upon the^ gradual decrease of intellec- 
tual vigour, observable in the recent poems of Mr. 
Wordsworth, occasioned, as I would have it, by his less 
intimate communion of late with the friend of his youth; 
— all this would require, though it might justify, more 
time, labour, and delicacy of touch, than at present I caa 
possibly aflford it. 

TJbiat to Coleridge and Wordsworth the poetry, the 
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philosophy, and the criticism, of the present day, does 
actually owe its pecvdiar character, and its distinguishing 
excellence over that of the last century, those who would 
trace the ori^n of the present opinions back for thirty 
years would find no difiiculty in beUeving. These two 
men, essentially different as they are in many respects, 
have been copied, imitated, and parodied, by every poet 
who now lives. Lord Byron has owned his obligations 
to Mr. Coleridge, and the third Canto of " Childe 
Harold'' could not have been written imless Wordfr. 
worth had Uved before it. The author of " The Lay of 
the Last Minstrel" can best tell what poem was the 
motive of his own work, and the " Lady of the Lake" is 
indebted almost for the veiy words of many of its most 
admired passages to Wordsworth's Poems. I do not 
deny that there are many assignable causes of the neglect 
which the writings of Mr. Coleridge have met with ; I 
have myself hinted above at the uncouth dress of his 
metaphysical meditations, and the general difficulty and 
hardness of his reasoning ; but this censure does not ap- 
ply to an immense portion even of " The Friend," or the 
first " Lay Sermon ;" to the second Sermon not at all ; — 
and surely it is a little unreasonable to excommunicate the 
works of a man of such acknowledged excellence in most 
respects, because of his obliquities m a few particulars. 

It is not much to the purpose, but yet I cannot help 
adverting to his personal manners and qualities ; for they 
are such as when once seen and felt have never been for- 
gotten, or not reverenced and loved even by his enemies 
themselves. Gentle and patient to every one ; commu* 
nicative and sympathizing, you perceive at the very first 
glance that you are near an^ extraordinary and self- 
subdued being. His powers of conversation have, I 
suppose, never been equalled ; there is a fervid conti* 
nuousness of discourse, a brilliancy and justness of images 
and similes which charm and convince every hearer; 
and a learning so deep, so various, so perfectly under 
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oommand, that you may come away from an eyening^s 
conversation with him, with more curious facts, wSl 
coDceived expUcations, and ingenious reasonings upon 
them, than you could pos^bly gain from a week's read^ 
ing. Those who have attended his Lectures on Shak« 
n)eare may form some idea of what I would express; but 
they cannot know all his winning fascination, all his aL 
most infantine simpUcity of manners, all his exquisite 
humour. I do not indulge myself in wilful flattery of 
this great man by these expressions ; for it is little pro- 
bable that a Number of ^* The Etonian^ should ever 
creep in between his Plato and his Bible ; but I use them 
because they are justly his due ; because they have been 
lon^ and malidously withheld or denied ; and because, 
besides his universal claim for respect from bis genius 
and eloquence, he has ties of another kind which assure 
him the love and esteem of 

Gebabd Montgomekt. 
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NO* n. 



December 6. — Took leave of the Members of the 
Club, and arrived in London. 

Dec, 7. — Saw it notified in the papers that " yester- 
day morning his Majesty left Windsor for Town.'*' 

Dec. 13. — Received two letters of advice. The first 
from " a Whig and an old Etonian.*" — He is our very 
good friend, and deserves my most sincere thanks ; but, 
being " an old Etonian,'' he must recollect that youffg 
Etoniaqs have an hereditary attachment toar hoaxing- 
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e second is from " an old Etonian of from 1796 to 
)1 .^ — I am obliged to him for his suggestion, and 
1 profit by it, should any future impression be found 
essary. I must take this opportunity of observing, 
t under the numerous difficulties which our inexpe- 
ice has to encounter, we trust our friend will not with- 
d from us any advice which may be oi service to us 
the prosecution of this work. 

Dec. 16, — Received the following song from a highly- 
ued correspondent: — 

Spring breathes her first kisses on mountain and vale, 
Tliere 's warmth in the sunbeam, and health in the gale ; 
And bright shine the blossoms, and green waves the bough, 
And Earth in its beauty looks merrily now. 
"Us the season of gladness — ^yet gladness is not, 
For where is the Mwd who should gladden the spot ? 

The Mom in its loveliness bids us awake. 
Noon flings its calm splendor on forest and brake ; 
And soft melts the Earth in the shadows of Even, 
And the Star of the Twilight shines brightly in Heaven ; 
And Night summons neighbours to revel and ball— 
But where is the Maid who should gladden them all ? 

I wander at evening and dream of her eye : 
I call on her name — but I hear no reply ; 
I gaze all around me — the country is fur, 
But I heed not its beauties — ^for she is not there. 
Oh ! sad is the scene where my Mary is not. 
Return to us. Maiden, and gladden each spot. 

Dec. 19. — Received some stanzas on "Balaam'' — 
t Blackwood's Balaam, but the Bible's Balaam. The 
thor must get somebody to explain the term to him. 
e are unwilling to insert poems on Scriptural themes, 
less they have something extraordinary to recommend 
em. 

Dec, 26. — This day I, Peregrine Courtenay, King of 
ubs and Editor of " The Etonian,'' paid my first visit 
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to Cambridge. N. B. Had excogitated in '^ the Tele- 
graph ^ sundry Burtonian compositions in the way of 
Song, Sonnet, and Serenade, all ornamented with ** an- 
tique fanes,^ " hoary sages," " etherial eontempladons;^ 
but the sight of the town (^^ I shall dBPend if I ae^ribe"^ 
somewhat curbed my Pegasus, and I was finally recalled 
to sublunary considerations by my diniier in the Hall of 
St. Johtf s. 

Dec, 27. — After breakfast, sallied forth incog, in quest 
of the Arch-Fiend Criticism.— Found him, with a smile 
on one side of his face and a frown on the other, in Mr. 
Deightotf s shop. Many Gownsmen were lounmng about, 
acting under his influence. Vanous, as usual, were the 
opinions expressed as to my own identity. I contamed 
myself as much as possible ; nevertheless I was some- 
what provoked when I heard myself described by one 
orator as a jovial Hampshire sportsman ; and by ano- 
ther, as a silent sickly Gentleman with a long face. I 
had a fit of the suUens when a Johnian Pensioner averred 
that I was the son of a Linen-draper, and laughed out- 
right when two Fellow-Commoners of Trinity m a whis- 
per elevated me to the Peerage. 

Dec, 31. — Found another old acquaintance,who is pre- 
paring for the Senate-House, and is alarmed beyond 
measure. Went to bed in the horrors, and dreamed of 
the Wooden Spoon. 

January 1, 1821. — I am this morning in possession of 
matter sufficient for 156 pages of letter-press: but it 
seems probable that the appearance of N' IV. will be 
delayed till February, from causes which it is impossible 
for me to make public. 

Jan. 3. — Left Cambridge with great regret. I have 
seen there very old edifices, and drank very old wine; 
met some very dear old friends, and found very kind 
new ones. Altogether I begin to rank Granta second 
only to Etona in my estimation, and look forward with 
tolerable complacency to a Pensioner's gown. 
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Jan. 7, — Upon my arrival in Town I find that my 
ends conceive the delay of N* IV. to be occasioned by 
mt of matter. Contributions have of course flocked in 
)m all quarters. First I take up a Dwarf Epic in 
'histlecrafts, 300 stanzas. I have only room for five, 
tie Poem is entitled " The Civil Wars ;*" and abounds 
th broken heads. 
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Courage and flight to-day alike are v^n, 
Tlie brave and timid side by side are lying. 

The wounded war-horse, with his broken rein, 
'Midst pennons torn and shattered helms is dying, 

Flinging the red gore from his reeking mane, 
Over the mingled mass of dead and dying ; 

And now and then bursts forth the stifled scream 

Of some young warrior, with his life-blood's stream. 

Night came around them with her purple veil, 
And the Moon beam'd amid her stars serene. 

Shedding her lustre, sorrowful and pale. 
On the dim horrors of that gloomy scene ; 

llien widows wander'd with their voice of wail. 
Where late the clamour of the war had been ; 

And then poor Mary hurried o'er the plain. 

Calling on those that answer'd not again.' 
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Mary's husband and brother embraced different sides 
' the quarrelj and she finds them both among the slain. 
ar consequence she goes mad:— 

** Years past away ; but from that dreadful hour. 
No sound from Mary's lips was heard again. 

The star of frenzy on her fate had pow'r. 
And maidness revell'd in her wand'ring brain ; 

And now her tears flow'd forth in plenteous show'r^ 
And now a smile came o*er her in her pain : 

And yet her anguish with her reason slept. 

She knew not why she smiled, nor why she wept. 

She loved to wander 'neath the aged trees. 
Where once had stray'd the objects of her love, 

As if she heard their voices in the breeze. 
Or saw their faces in their native grove ; 
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Sometimes, beside the ripples of tlie seas. 

Far from the sight of sJl men she would rove. 
And waved her hand, and seem'd to beckon home 
Some lonely skiff, that came not — ^would not come. 

This could not last ! — an aged Eremite 

Before his homely dwelling found her lying ; 

Cold was her cheek, and all its frantic light 
From her dim eye in darkening shades Was flying; 

The tender flower had met an early blight 
That nipp'd its op'niug blossom ! — she was dying, 

And ere the Hermit stoop'd him down to pray, 

That soul of wretchedness had pass'd away." 

Mem. — To keep the rest as Balaam. 

Jan. 20. — Returned to my court at Eton, and was 
glad to shake hands with tne Members of the Club. 
Mem. Mindful of Cantabrigian hospitality, I must give 
orders that upon the Club-table, on Feast-days, be placed 
a pig's head with a lemon in his mouth; — a brave accom- 
paniment for our Punch-bowl. 

Again I am fixed in this abode of early talent and 
rising patriotism. Again I seem to see the shades of my 
ancestors haunting these classic groves, and smiling on 
the labours of theu* successors : again I feel the glow of 
hope, and the throb of emulation : again I locJc with 
enthusiasm on this " school-boy spot ;"" and every pulse 
within me beats a proud emotion as I reflect that I am an 
Etonian ! Hail to the slumbers that refresh, to the stu- 
dies that amuse, to the pleasures that deUght ; hail to 
the Spirits * that swim within our Punch-bowl ; hail to 
the Spirits that sit in merriment around it. 

Jan. 23. — Received from a Trinity Correspondent a 
letter written at the close of the late examination. Our 
readers will be amused with the following extract :— 



• N. B. Those who ohject to our conviviality must have recourse to the 
theory that spirits are ideal. 
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** Dear Courtenay, — Tis uow night ; the skies are hung 
With small brightstars inniunerable, that seem 
Heaven's eyelets, looking stilly down on man 
And man's vain timiults. . Many a studious head. 
Its labour o'er and leam'd encounters, now 
Rests on the pillow, that for many a day 
Had toil'd from thorny premises t' extract, 
By aichymy of subtlest argument. 
Conclusions fair and smooth ; had chas'd, thro' wilds 
Of algebra^ the shy retiring forms 
Of X and z ,- or i-ung the mystic change 
On notions and ideas, words and things. 
And idol forms Baconian : or discoursed 
Of angles plane, and ratios duplicate. 
Inventions strange, and figures multiform. 
Circle, and square, and shapely trine ; or, arm'd 
By Paley, with the social compact waged 
Relentless war. Myself the whil e " 

W. 

Jan, 26. — Received a letter from Robigo. — We trust 
ur antiquarian will permit us to take a few liberties with 
is communication ; and are in hopes to find a place for 
: in N** VI. This excuse must likewise serve several 
ther much-honoured correspondents, as our press of 
latter renders it impossible to give that speedy msertion 
every contribution which we could desire. 

Ja?L 27. — The Club met. I must refer my readers to 
he Secretary's account for particulars, and conclude 
J» IV, with— 

" HOW TO RHYME FOR LOVE," 

At the last hour of Fannia's rout. 
When Dukes walk'd in, and lamps went out, 
Fahr Chloe sat : a sighing crowd 
Of high adorers round her how*d, 
And ever Flattery's incense rose 
To lull the Idol to repose. 
Sudden some Gnome, that stood unseen^ 
Or lurk'd disguisied in mortal mien, 
Whisper'd in Beauty's trembling ear. 
The word of bondage and of fear— 
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••Marriage"— her lips their silence broke. 

And smiled on Vapid as they spoke,—- 

" I hate a drunkard, or a lout, 

I hate the sullens and the gout ; 

If e'er I wed — ^let danglers know it,— 

I wed with no one — ^but a poet.** 

And who but feels a Poet's fire 
When Chloe's smiles, as now, inspire ? 
Who can the bidden verse refuse. 
When Chloe is his theme and Muse ! 

Thus Flattery whisper'd round ; 
And straight the humorous fancy grew. 
That lyres are sweet, when hearts are true ; 
And all who feel a lover's flame 
Must rhyme to-night on Chloe's name ; 
And he 's unworthy of the Dame, 

Who silent here is found. 
Since Head must plead the cause of Heart, 
Some put their trust in answer smart, 

Or pointed repartee ; 
Some joy that they have hoarded up 
Those Genii of the jovial cup, 

Chorus, and Catch, and Glee. 
And, for one Evening, all prepare 
To be ** Apollo's chiefest care." 
Then Vapid rose — no Stentor this. 

And his no Homer's lay — 
Meek victim of Antithesis, 

He sigh'd, and died away : — 
" Despair my sorrowing bosom rives. 

And anguish on me lies ; 
Chloe may die, while Vapid lives. 

Or live while Vapid dies ! 
You smile ! — the horrid vision flies. 

And hope this promise gives ; 
I cannot live while Chloe dies. 

Nor die while Chloe lives 1 " 
Next Snaffle, foe to tears and sadness. 

Drew fire from Chloe's eyes ; 
And, warm with drunkenness and madness. 

He started for the prize. 
*' Let the glad cymb^s loudly clash, 

Full bumpers let 's be quaffing ! 
No poet I ! — Hip ! hip ! — ^here goes ! — 
Blow — ^blow the trumpet, blow the •; " 
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Here he was puzzled for a rhyme. 
And Lucy wWsper'd " nose" in time, 

And so they fell a- laughing. 
" Gods ! " cried a Minister of State, 
" You know not, Empress of my Fate, 
How long my passion would endure. 
If passion were a sinecure ; 
But since, in Love's despotic clime. 
Fondness is tax'd, and pays in rhyme ; 
Glad to retire, I shun disgrace. 
And make my bow, and quit my place." 
And thus the jest went circling round. 

And ladies smiled and sneer'd. 
As smooth Fourteen, and weak Fourscore, 
Profess'd they ne'er had rhymed before ; 
And Drunkards blush'd, and Doctors swore. 

And Soldiers own'd they feared : 
Unwonted Muses were invoked 

By Pugilists and Whips ; 
And many a Belle look'd half provoked. 
When favoured Swains stood dumb and choked ; 
And Warblers whined, and Punsters joked. 

And Dandies bit their lips. 
At last an old Ecclesiastic, 
That lookM half kind, and half sarcastic. 
And seem'd, in every transient look. 
At once to flatter and rebuke. 
Cut off the sport with ** Psha ! enough ;*' 
And then took breath, and then — ^took snuff; 
** Chloe I " he said, " you 're like the Moon ! 
You shine as bright, you change as soon ! 
Your wit is like the Moon's fair beam, 

In borrow'd light 't is o'er us thrown 5 
Yet, like the Moon's, that sparkling stream 

To careless eyes appears your own : 
Your cheek by turns is pale and red ; 

And then (to close the simile. 
From which, methinks, you turn your head, 

As half in anger, half in glee,) — 
Dark would the night appear without you — 
And — twenty fools have rhymed about you." 
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